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BOOK    THE     FIRST. 
ODE  I. 

PREFACE. 

I. 
1^  N  yonder  verdant  hlUoc  laid, 
^^  Where  oaks  and  elms,  a  friendly  (hade, 

O'erlook  the  falling  ftream, 
O  mafter  of  the  Latin  lyre, 
A  while  with  thee  will  I  retire 

From  fummer's  noontide  beam. 

II. 

And,  lo,  within  my  lonely  bower. 
The  induftrious  bee  from  many  a  flower 

Colleds  her  balmy  dews : 
*•  For  me,"  fhe  fings,  "  the  gems  are  born, 
*'   For  me  their  filken  robe  adorn, 

"  Their  fragrant  breath  diffufe." 

III. 

Sweet  murmurer!  may  no  rude  ftorm 
This  hofpitable  fcene  deform. 

Nor  check  thy  gladfome  toils  ; 
Still  may  the  buds  unfuUied  fpring. 
Still  fhowers  and  funfhine  court  thy  wing 

To  thefe  ambrofial  fpoils. 

B  z  IV.  Nor 
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IV. 

Nor  fhall  my  Mufe  hereafter  fail 
Her  fellow-labourer  thee  to  hail ; 

And  lucky  be  the  drains  ! 
For  long  ago  did  nature  frame 
Your  feafons  and  your  arts  the  fame. 

Your  pleafures  and  your  pains, 

V. 
Like  thee,  in  lowly,  fylvan  fcenes. 
On  river-banks  and  flowery  greens 

My  Mufe  delighted  plays  ; 
Nor  through  the  defart  or  the  air, 
Though  fwans  or  eagles  triumph  there. 

With  fond  ambition  ftrays. 

VI. 

Nor  where  the  boding  raven  chaunts. 
Nor  near  the  owl's  unhallowed  haunts 

Will  Ihe  her  cares  employ  ; 
But  flies  from  ruins  and  from  tombs. 
From  fuperftition's  horrid  glooms. 

To  day-light  and  to  joy. 

vir. 

Nor  will  (he  tempt  the  barren  wafte  ; 
Nor  deigns  the  lurking  ftrength  to  tafte 

Of  any  noxious  thing  ; 
But  leaves  with  fcorn  to  envy's  ufe 
The  infipid  nightfhade's  baneful  juice. 

The  nettle's  fordid  fling. 


VIII.  Fro» 
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VIII. 
From  all  which  nature  faireft  knows. 
The  vernal  blooms,  the  fummer  rofe. 
She  draws  her  blamelefs  wealth  ; 
And,  when  the  generous  tafk  is  done* 
She  confecrates  a  double  boon. 
To  pleafure  and  to  health, 

ODE      II.        N<>    I. 

FOR  THE    WINTER   SOLSTICE, 

DEC.     II,     M.  DCC.  XL,* 
I. 

TkT  O  W  to  the  utmoft  fouthern  goal 
•^       The  Sun  has  trac'd  his  annual  way. 
And  backward  now  prepares  to  roll. 
And  blefs  the  North  with  earlier  day. 
Prone  on  Potofi's  lofty  brow. 
Floods  of  fublimer  fplendor  flow. 
Ripening  the  latent  feeds  of  gold, 
Whilft,  panting  in  the  lonely  fliade. 
The  afflifted  Indian  hides  his  head. 
Nor  dares  the  blaze  of  noon  behold, 

II. 

But  lo !  on  this  deferted  coaft. 
How  faint  the  light !  how  chill  the  air  I 
Lo !  arm'd  with  whirlwind,  hail,  and  froft. 
Fierce  winter  defolates  the  year. 

*  This  Ode  was  afterwards  entirely  altered ;  as  may  he.  feeti 
In  the  following  po-m.  The  reader  will  not  be  difpleafed  to  fet 
it  as  it  was  originally  written.     N. 

B  3  Tlie 
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The  fields  refign  their  chearful  bloom  ; 
No  more  the  breezes  breathe  perfume  5 
No  more  the  warbling  waters  roll ; 
Defarts  of  fnow  fatigue  the  eye  ; 
Succeflive  tempefts  bloat  the  fky. 
And  gloomy  damps  opprefs  the  foul. 

III. 

But  let  my  drooping  genius  rife. 
And  hail  the  fun's  remoteft  ray  : 
Now,  now  he  climbs  the  northern  (kiesj, 
To-morrow  nearer  than  to-day. 
Then,  louder  howl  the  ftormy  wafte^ 
Be  fand  and  ocean  worfe  defac'd. 
Yet  brighter  hours  are  on  the  wing. 
And  fancy,  through  the  wintery  gloom;, 
Radiant  with  dews  and  flowers  in  bloom. 
Already  hails  the  emerging  Spring. 

IV. 

O  fountain  of  the  golden  day. 
Could  mortal  vows  but  urge  thy  fpeed^ 
How  foon,  before  the  vernal  ray. 
Should  each  unkindly  damp  recede ! 
How  foon  each  tempeft  hovering  fly. 
That  now,  fermenting,  loads  the  flcy> 
Prompt  on  our  heads  to  burft  amain. 
To  rend  the  foreft  from  the  fteep. 
And,  thundering  o'er  the  Baltic  deep. 
To  'whelm  the  merchant's  hopes  of  gain ! 


V.  But 
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V. 

But  let  not  man's  imperfeft  views, 
Prefume  to  tax  wife  Nature's  laws  : 
'Tis  his  with  filent  joy  to  ufe 
The  indulgence  of  the  fovereign  caufe ;. 
Secure  that  from  the  whole  of  things 
Beauty  and  good  confummate  fprings. 
Beyond  what  he  can  reach  to  know. 
And  that  the  Providence  of  heaven 
Has  fome  peculiar  blefling  given 
To  each  allotted  ftate  below. 

VI. 

Ev'n  now  how  fweet  the  wintery  nighi: 
Spent  with  the  old  illuftrious  dead  : 
While,  by  the  taper's  trembling  light, 
I  feem  the  awful  courfe  to  tread ; 
Where  chiefs  and  legiflators  lie, 
Whofe  triumphs  move  before  my  eye. 
With  every  laurel  frefh  difplay'd  : 
While,  charm'd,  I  rove  in  claffic  fone, 
Qt  bend  to  Freedom's  fearlefs  tongue. 
Or  walk  the  academic  (hade. 


O    D    K 
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'        O    D     E      U.        N°  II. 

ON    THE    WINTER    SOLSTICE. 

M.  DCC.  XL, 
I. 

/Tp  H  E  radiant  ruler  of  the  year 
■*■     At  length  his  wintery  goal  attains ; 
Seems  to  reverfe  the  long  career. 
And  northward  bend  his  fteady  reins. 
Now,  piercing  half  Potofi's  height. 
Prone  rufli  the  fiery  floods  of  light 
Ripening  the  mountain's  filver  ftores : 
While  in  fome  caverr/s  horrid  fhade. 
The  panting  Indian  hides  his  head. 
And  oft  the  approach  of  eve  implores, 

II. 

But  lo,  on  thJ%  deferted  coaft 
How  pale  the  fun !  how  thick  the  air ! 
Muftering  his  ftcrms,  a  fordid  ho.t, 
Lo,  winter  defolates  the  year  : 
The  fields  refign  their  lateft  bloom; 
No  more  the  breezes  waft  perfume. 
No  more  the  ft  reams  in  mufic  roll : 
But  fnows  fall  dark,  or  rains  refound  ; 
And,  while  great  nature  mourns  around. 
Her  griefs  infeft  the  human  fcul. 

in.  Hence 
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III. 

Hence  the  loud  city's  bufy  throngs 
Urge  the  warm  bowl  and  fplendid  fire  ; 
Harmonious  dances,  feftive  fongs 
Againft  the  fpiteful  heaven  confpire : 
Meantime  perhaps  with  tender  fears 
Some  village-dame  the  curfew  hears. 
While  round  the  hearth  her  children  play? 
At  morn  their  father  went  abroad  ; 
"The  moon  is  funk,  and  deep  the  road ; 
She  fighs,  and  wonders  at  his  ftay. 

IV. 

But  thou,  my  lyre,  awake,  arife. 
And  hail  the  fun's  returning  force  : 
Even  now  he  climbs  the  northern  fkies. 
And  health  and  hope  attend  his  courfe. 
Then  louder  howl  the  aerial  wafte. 
Be  earth  with  keener  cold  embrac'd. 
Yet  gentle  hours  advance  their  wing  ; 
And  fancy,  mocking  winter's  might. 
With  flowers  and  dews  and  ftreaming  light 
Already  decks  the  new-born  fpring, 

V. 

O  fountain  of  the  golden  day. 
Could  mortal  vows  promote  thy  fpeed. 
How  foon  before  thy  vernal  ray 
Should  each  unkindly  damp  recede ! 

How 
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How  foon  each  hovering  tempeft  fly, 
Whofe  ftores  for  mifchief  arm  the  (ky. 
Prompt  on  our  heads  to  burft  amain. 
To  rend  the  foreft  from  the  fteep. 
Or,  thundering  o'er  the  Baltic  deep. 
To  'whelm  the  merchant's  hopes  of  gain ! 

VI. 

But  let  not  man's  unequal  views 
Prefume  o'er  nature  and  her  laws  ; 
*Tis  his  with  grateful  joy  to  ufe 
The  indulgence  of  the  fovran  caufe ;. 
Secure  that  health  and  beauty  fprings 
Through  this  majeftic  frame  of  things^,, 
Beyond  what  he  can  reach  to  know  ; 
And  that  heaven's  all-fubduing  will. 
With  good  the  progeny  of  ill, 
Attempereth  every  ftate  below. 

VII. 
How  pleafing  wears  the  wintery  night., 
Spent  with  the  old  illuftrious  dead  ! 
While,  by  the  taper's  trembling  light, 
I  feem  thofe  awful  fcenes  to  tread 
Where  chiefs  or  legiflators  lie, 
Whofe  triumphs  move  before  my  eye 
*  In  arms  and  antique  pomp  array 'd  ; 
While  now  I  tafte  the  Ionian  fong. 
Now  bend  to  Plato's  god-like  tongue 
Refounding  through  the  olive  (hade. 


Vni.  But 
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VIII. 

But  {hould  fome  chearful,  equal  friend 
Bid  leave  the  ftudious  page  a  while. 
Let  mirth  on  wifdom  then  attend. 
And  fecial  eafe  on  learned  toil. 
Then  while,  at  love's  uncareful  flirine. 
Each  diftates  to  the  god  of  wine 
Her  name  whom  all  his  hopes  obey. 
What  flattering  dreams  each  bofom  warm. 
While  abfence,  heightening  every  charm. 
Invokes  the  flow  returning  May  ! 

IX. 

May,  thou  delight  of  heaven  and  earth. 

When  will  thy  genial  ftar  arife  ? 

The  aufpicious  morn,  which  gives  thee  birth^. 

Shall  bring  Eudora  to  my  eyes. 

Within  her  fylvan  haunt  behold. 

As  in  the  happy  garden  old. 

She  moves  like  that  primeval  fair  : 

ThiJier,  ye  filver-founding  lyres. 

Ye  tender  fmiles,  ye  chafte  defires. 

Fond  hope  and  mutual  faith,  repair* 

X. 

And  if  believing  love  can  read 
His  better  omens  in   her  eye. 
Then  flaall  my  fears,  O  charming  mald^ 
And  every  pain  of  abfence  die ; 
'<  •  Then 
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Then  (hall  my  jocund  harp,  attun'd 

To  thy  trne  ear,  with  fweeter  found 

Purfue  the  free  Horatian  fong  ; 

Old  Tyne  fhall  liiten  to  my  tale. 

And  Echo  down  the  bordering  vale 

The  liquid  melody  prolong. 

ODE      III. 

TO      A      FRIEND, 

UNSUCCESSFUL    JN    LOVE. 

T  N  D  E  E  D,  my  Phasdria,  if  to  find 
That  wealth  can  female  wifhes  gain. 
Had  e'er  difturb'd  your  thoughtful  mind. 
Or  coft  one/erious  moment's  pain, 
I  fhould  have  faid  that  all  the  rules. 
You  learn'd  of  moralifts  and  fchools. 
Were  very  ufelefs,  very  vain. 

II. 

Yet  I  perhaps  miftake  the  cafe — 

Say,  though  with  this  heroic  air. 

Like  one  that  holds  a  nobler  chace. 

You  try  the  tender  lofs  to  bear. 

Does  not  your  heart  renounce  your  tongue  ? 

Seems  not  my  cenfure  ftrangely  wrong 

To  count  it  fuch  a  flight  aff&ir  ? 


m.  When 
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III. 
When  Hefper  gilds  the  (haded  flcy. 
Oft  as  you  feek.  the  well-known  grove,. 
Methinks  I  fee  you  caft  your  eye 
Back  to  the  morning  fcenes  of  love  : 
Each  pleafing  word  you  heard  her  fay. 
Her  gentle  look,  her  graceful  way. 
Again  your  ftruggling  fancy  move. 

IV. 
Then  tell  me,  is  your  foul  intire  ? 
Does  Wifdom  calmly  hold  her  throne  ? 
Then  can  you  queftion  each  defire, 
Eid  this  remain,  and  that  begone  ? 
No  tear  half-ftarting  from  your  eye  ? 
No  kindling  blufh  you  know  not  why  2 
No  ftealing  figh,  nor  ftifled  groan  ? 

V. 

Away  with  this  unmanly  mood  ! 
See  where  the  hoary  churl  appears, 
Whofe  hand  hath  feiz'd  the  favourite  good 
Which  you  referv'd  for  happier  years : 
While,  (ide  by  fide,  the  blufliing  maid 
Shrinks  from  his  vifage,  half  afraid. 
Spite  of  the  fickly  joy  flie  wears. 

VI. 
Ye  guardian  powers  of  love  and  famC;, 
This  chafte,  harmonious  pair  behold  -^ 
And  thus  reward  the  generous  Hame 
Of  all  who  barter  vows  for  gold. 

O  blooja 
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O  bloom  of  youth,  O  tender  charms 
Well  buried  in  a  dotard's  arms  ! 
O  equal  price  of  beauty  fold  ! 
VII. 
Ceafe  then  to  gaze  with  looks  of  love  : 
Bid  her  adieu,  the  venal  fair; 
Unworthy  fhe  your  blifs  to  prove  ; 
Then  wherefore  fliould  fhe  prove  your  care  ? 
No :  lay  your  myrtle  garland  down  ; 
And  let  a  while  the  willow's  crown 
With  luckier  omens  bind  your  hair, 

VIII. 
O  juft  efcap'd  the  faithlefs  main. 
Though  driven  unwilling  on  the  land; 
To  guide  your  favour'd  fteps  again. 
Behold  your  better  genius  ftand  ; 
Where  Truth  revolves  her  page  divine. 
Where  Virtue  leads  to  Honour's  ihrine. 
Behold,  he  lifts  his  awful  hand. 

IX. 

Fix  but  on  thefe  your  ruling  aim. 
And  Time,  the  fire  of  manly  care. 
Will  Fancy's  dazzling  colours  tame 
A  foberer  drefs  will  Beauty  wear  : 
'I'hen  fliall  efteem  by  Knowledge  led 
Inthrone  within  your  heart  and  head 
Some  happier  love,  fome  truer  faito 


ODE 
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ODE       IV. 

AFFECTED    INDIFFERENCE. 

TO      THE      SAME« 
I. 

XT'  E  S,  yoa  contemn  the  perjur'd  maid 

Who  all  your  favourite  hopes  betray'd ; 
Nor,  though  her  heart  (hould  home  return. 
Her  tuneful  tongue  its  falfehood  mourn. 
Her  winning  eyes  your  faith  implore. 
Would  you  her  hand  receive  again. 
At  once  diflemble  your  difdain. 
Or  liften  to  the  fyren's  theme. 
Or  ftoop  to  love  :  fince  now  efteem. 
And  confidence,  and  friendfhip,  is  no  more 

11. 
Yet  tell  me,  Phsdria,  tell  me  why. 
When  fummoning  your  pride  you  try 
To  meet  her  looks  with  cool  negledl. 
Or  crofs  her  walk  with  flight  refped, 
(For  fo  is  falfehood  befl:  repaid) 
Whence  do  your  cheeks  indignant  glow  ? 
Why  is  your  ftruggling  tongue  fo  flow  ? 
What  means  that  darknefs  on  your  brow  ? 
As  if  with  all  her  broken  vow 
You  meant  the  fair  apoftate  to  upbraid? 

ODE 
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O    D    E      V. 

AGAINST     SUSPICION. 

I. 

f^  H  fly  !  'tis  dire  Sufpicibn's  mien  ; 
^^  And,  meditating  plagues  unfeen,. 

The  {"orcerefs  hither  bends : 
Behold  her  torch  in  gall  imbrued  : 
Behold— her  garment  drops  with  blood 

Of  lovers  and  of  friends. 
II. 
Fly  far  !  Already  in  your  eyes 
I  fee  a  pale  fufFufion  rife  ; 

And  foon  through  every  vein. 
Soon  will  her  fecret  venom  fpread. 
And  all  your  heart  and  all  your  head^. 

Imbibe  the  potent  ftain. 
III. 
Then  many  a  demon  will  Ihe  raife 
To  vex  your  fleep,  to  haunt  your  ways  j 

While  gleams  of  loft  delight 
Raife  the  dark  tempeft  of  the  brain. 
As  lightning  fhines  acrofs  the  main 

Through  wliirlwinds  and  through  night, 
IV. 
No  more  can  faith  or  candour  move ; 
But  each  ingenuous  deed  of  love. 

Which  reafoa  would  applaud. 

Now, 
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Now,  fmiling  o'er  her  dark  diftrefs. 
Fancy  malignant  Tcrives  to  drefs 
Like  injury  and  fraud. 

V. 

Farewel  to  Virtue's  peacefiJ  times  : 
Soon  will  you  ftoop  to  ad  the  crimes 

Which  thus  you  ftoop  to  fear  : 
Guilt  follows  guilt  :  and  where  the  train 
Begins  with  wrongs  of  fuch  a  ftain. 

What  horrors  form  the  rear  ! 

VT. 
'Tis  thus  to  work  her  baleful  power, 
Sufpicion  waits  the  fallen  hour 

Of  fretfulnefs  and  ftrife. 
When  care  the  infirmer  bofom  wrings., 
Or  Eurus  waves  his  murky  wings 

To  damp  the  feats  of  life. 

VIL 

But  come,  forfake  the  fcene  unblefs'cT 
Which  firft  beheld  your  faithful  bread 

To  groundlefs  fears  a  prey  : 
Come,  where  with  my  prevailing  lyre 
The  Ikies,  the  ftreams,  the  groves  confplre. 

To  charm  your  doubts  away. 

VIII. 
Thron'd  in  the  fun's  defcending  car. 
What  power  unfeen  diitufeth  far 
This  tendernefs  of  mind  ? 
Vol.  LXIV,  C  Wiwt 
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What  genius  fmiles  on  yonder  flood  ? 
What  god,  in  whifpers  from  the  wood. 
Bids  every  thought  be  kind  ? 

IX. 

O  thou,  whate'er  thy  awful  name, 
Whofe  wifdom  our  untoward  frame 

With  focial  love  reftrains ; 
Thou,  who  by  fair  afFe 61  ion's  ties 
Giv'ft  us  to  double  all  our  joys 

And  half  difarm  our  pains : 

Let  univerfal  candor  ftill. 

Clear  as  yon  heaven-reflefting  rill, 

Preferve  my  open  mind  ; 
Nor  this  nor  that  man's  crooked  ways 
One  fordid  doubt  within  me  raife 

To  injure  human  kind. 

ODE      VI. 

HYMN    TO    CHEERFULNESS. 

T  T  O  W  thick  the  (hades  of  evening  clofe ! 

How  pale  the  fky  with  weight  of  fnows ! 
Hafte,  light  the  tapers,  urge  the  fire. 
And  bid  the  joylefs  day  retire. 

Alas,  in  vain  I  try  within 

To  brighten  the  dejefted  fcene. 

While 
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^Miile  rouz'd  by  grief  thefe  fiery  pains 
Tear  the  frail  texture  of  my  veins; 
Willie  winter's  voice,  that  ftorms  around. 
And  yon  deep  /death-bell's  groaning  found 
Renew  my  mind's  oppreffive  gloom. 
Till  ftartirtg  horror  (hakes  the  room. 

Is  there  in  aature  no  kind  power 
To  footh  affliction's  lonely  hour  ? 
To  blunt  the  edge  of  dire  difeafe. 
And  teach  thefe  wintery  fhades  to  pleafe  ? 
Come,  Chearfulnefs,  triumphant  fair. 
Shine  through  the  hovering  cloud  of  care  : 
O  fweet  of  language,  mild  of  mien, 
O  Virtue's  friend  and  Pleafure's  queen, 
Aflwage  the  flames  that  burn  my  breaft, 
Compofe  my  jarring  thoughts  to  reft  ; 
And  while  thy  gracious  gifts  I  feel. 
My  fong  fhall  all  thy  praife  reveal. 

As  once  ('twas  in  Aftrssa's  reign) 
The  vernal  powers  renew'd  their  train. 
It  happen'd  that  immortal  Love 
Was  ranging  through  the  fpheres  above, 
And  downward  hither  caft  his  eye   ■ 
The  year's  returning  pomp  to  fpy. 
He  favv  the  radiant  god  of  day. 
Waft  in  his  car  the  rofy  May 
The  fragrant  Airs  and  genial  Hours 
Were  fhedding  round  him  dews  and  flowers  ; 
Before  his  wheels  Aurora  pafs'd, 
And  Hefper's  goiden  lamp  was  lall, 

C  2  But, 
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But,  fairefl:  of  the  blooming  throng. 
When  Health  majeftic  mov'd  along. 
Delighted  to  furvey  below 
The  joys  which  from  her  prefence  flow. 
While  earth  enliven'd  hears  her  voice. 
And  fwains,  and  flocks,  and  fields  rejoice  3 
Then  mighty  love  her  charms  confefb'd. 
And  foon  his  vows  inclin'd  her  breaft. 
And,  known  from  that  aufpicious  morn. 
Thee  pleaflng  Cheerfulnefs  was  born. 

Thou  Cheerfulnefs,  by  heaven  defign'd 
To  fway  the  movements  of  the  mind. 
Whatever  fretful  paffion  fprings. 
Whatever  wayward  fortune  brings 
To  difarrange  the  power  within. 
And  fl:rain  the  mufical  machine  ; 
Thou,  Goddefs,  thy  attempering  hand 
Doth  each  difcordant  fl:ring  command. 
Refines  the  foft,  and  fwells  the  ftrong  ; 
And,  joining  nature's  general  fong. 
Through  many  a  varying  tone  unfolds. 
The  harmony  of  human  fouls. 

Fair  guardian  of  domeftic  life. 
Kind  banifher  cf  homebred  ftrife. 
Nor  fulleu  lip,  nor  taunting  eye. 
Deforms  the  fcene  where  thou  art  by  : 
No  fickening  hufljand  damns  the  hour 
Which  bound  his  joys  to  female  power  ; 
No  pining-mother  weeps  the  cares 
Which  parents  wafte  on  thanklefs  heirs : 


The 
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Tlie  officious  daughters  pleas'd  attend ; 

The  brother  adds  the  name  of  friend  : 

By  thee  with  flowers  their  board  is  crown'd. 

With  fongs  from  thee  their  walks  refcund  ;  I 

And  morn  with  welcome  luftre  (hines. 

And  evening  unperceiv'd  declines. 

Is  there  a  youth,  whofe  anxious  heart 
Labours  with  love's  unpitied  fmart  ? 
Though  now  he  ftray  by  rills  and  bowers. 
And  weeping  wafte  the  lonely  hours. 
Or  if  the  nym.ph  her  audience  deign, 
Debafe  the  ftory  of  his  pain 
With  flavifh  looks,  difcolor'd  eyes. 
And  accents  faltering  into  fighs ; 
Yet  thou,  aufpicious  power,  with  eafe 
Canil  yield  him  happier  arts  to  pleafc. 
Inform  his  mien  with  manlier  charms, 
Inftruct  his  tongue  with  noble  arms. 
With  more  commanding  pafhon  move. 
And  teach  the  dignity  of  love. 

Friend  to  the  Mufe  and  all  her  train, 
Tor  thee  I  court  the  Mufe  again  : 
The  Mufe  for  thee  may  well  exert 
Her  pomp,  her  ciiarms,  her  fondeft  art, 
Who  owes  to  thee  that  plea'fing  fway 
Which  earth  and  peopled  heaven  obey, 
let  Melancholy's  plaintive  tongue 
Repeat  what  later  bards  have  fung  ; 
But  thine  was  Homer's  ancient  might, 
Andthiae  vidorius  Pindar's  flights 

C3  Thv 
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Thy  hand  each  Lefbian  wreathe  attir'd  ; 

Thy  lip  Sicilian  reeds  infpir'd  : 

Thy  fpirit  lent  the  glad  perfume 

Whence  yet  the  flowers  of  Teos  bloom  |. 

Whence  yet  from  Tibur's  Sabine  vale 

Delicious  blows  the  enlivening  gale. 

While  Horace  calls  thy  fportive  choir. 

Heroes  and  nymphs,  around  his  lyre. 
But  fee  where  yonder  penfive  fage 

(A  prey  perhaps  to  fortune's  rage. 

Perhaps  by  tender  griefs  opprefs'd. 

Or  blooms  congenial  to  his  breaft) 

Retires  in  defart  fcenes  to  dwell. 

And  bids  the  joylefs  world  farewel. 
Alone  he  treads  the  autumnal  fhade. 
Alone  beneath  the  mountain  laid 
He  fees  the  nightly  damps  afcend. 
And  gathering  ftorms  aloft  impend  ; 
He  hears  the  neighbouring  furges  rolI> 
And  raging  thunders  {hake  the  pole  : 
Then,  ftruck  by  every  objeft  round. 
And  ftunn'd  by  every  horrid  found. 
He  afks  a  clue  for  Nature's  ways ; 
But  evil  haunts  him  through  the  maze  : 
He  fees  ten  thoufand  demons  rife 
To  wield  the  empire  of  the  Ikies, 
And  chance  and  fate  affume  the  rod. 
And  malice  blot  the  throne  of  God. 
— O  thou,  whofe  pleafing  power  I  fing. 
Thy  lenient  influence  hither  bring  j 

2  Compofe 
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Compofe  the  ftorm,  difpel  the  gloom. 
Till  Nature  wear  her  wonted  bloom. 
Till  fields  and  (hades  their  fweets  exhale. 
And  mufic  fwell  each  opening  gale; 
Then  o'er  his  breaft  thy  foftnefs  pour. 
And  let  him  learn  the  timely  hour 
To  trace  the  world's  benignant  laws. 
And  judge  of  that  prefiding  caufe, 
Who  founds  on  difcord  beauty's  reign^ 
Converts  to  pleafure  every  pain. 
Subdues  each  hoftile  form  to  reft. 
And  bids  the  univerfe  be  blefs'd. 

O  thou  whofe  pleafing  power  I  fing. 
If  right  I  touch  the  votive  ftring. 
If  equal  praife  I  yield  thy  name. 
Still  govern  thou  thy  poet's  flame  ; 
Still  with  the  Mufe  my  bofom  fhare. 
And  footh  to  peace  intruding  care. 
But  moft  exert  thy  pleafing  power 
On  friendfhip's  confecrated  hour  ; 
And  while  my  Sophron  points  the  road 
To  godlike  wifdom's  calm  abode. 
Or  warm  in  freedom's  ancient  caufe - 
Traceth  the  fource  of  Albion's  laws.. 
Add  thou  o'er  all  the  generous  toll 
The  light  of  thy  unclouded  fmile. 
But,  if  by  fortune's  ftubbom  fway. 
From  him  and  Friendlhip  torn  away, 
I  court  the  Mufe's  healing  fpell 
For  griefs  that  ftill  with  abfence  dwell, 

C  4  Do 
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Do  thou  conduft  my  fancy's  dreams 
To  fuch  indulgent  placid  themes. 
As  juft  the  ftruggling  bread  may  cheer 
And  jurt  fufpend  the  ftarting  tear. 
Yet  leave  tliat  facred  fenfe  of  woe 
Which  none  but  friends  and  lovers  know, 

ODE    YU. 

ON  THE   USE   OF   POETRY, 

I. 

Vr  OT  for  themfelves  did  human  kind 
Contrive  the  parts  by  heaven  aflign'd 

On  life's  wide  fcene  to  play  : 
Not  Scipio's  force,  nor  Casfar's  fl;ill 
Can  conquer  glory's  arduous  hillj 

If  fortune  clofe  the  way. 

11. 
Yet  ftill  the  felf-depending  foul. 
Though  laft  and  leaft  in  fortune's  roll, 

His  proper  fphere  commands ; 
And  knows  what  nature's  feal  beftow'd. 
And  fees,  before  the  throne  of  God, 

The  rank  in  which  he  ftands. 

III. 
Who  train'd  by  laws  the  future  age. 
Who  refcued  nations  from  the  rage 

o 

Of  partial,  faftious  power. 
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ly  heart  with  diftant  homage  views  j 
Content  if  thou,  celeftiul  Mufe, 

Didft  rule  my  natal  hour. 
IV. 
Not  far  beneath  the  hero's  feet. 
Nor  from  the  legiflator's  feat 

Stands  far  remote  the  bard. 
Though  not  with  public  terrors  crown 'd. 
Yet  wider  fhall  his  rule  be  found. 

More  lafting  his  award. 
V. 
Lycurgus  fafhion'd  Sparta's  fame. 
And  Pompey  to  the  Roman  name 

Gave  univerfal  fway.; 
Where  are  they  ? — Homer's  reverend  page  ^  • 

Holds  empire  to  the  thirtieth  age. 

And  tongues  and  climes  obey. 

VI. 
And  thus  when  William's  afls  divine 
No  longer  lliall  from  Bourbon's  line 

Draw  one  vindiftive  vow ; 
When  Sidney  fhall  with  Cato  reft. 
And  Rufiel  move  the  patriot's  breaft 

No  more  than  Brutus  now  : 

VII. 
Yet  then  Ihall  Shakefpear's  powerful  art 

O'er  every  paffion,  every  heart. 

Confirm  his  awful  throne  : 
Tyrants  fhall  bow  before  his  laws ; 
And  freedom's,  glory's,  virtue's  caufe. 

Their  dread  affertor  own.  •     ODE 


36  AEENSTDE'S    POEMS, 

ODE     Yin. 

OK      LEAVING       HOLLANIX 

L     r. 

TT*  A  R  E  W  E  L  L  to  Levden'a  lonely  bound> 
"*•     Tlie  Belgian  Mafe'^s  fober  feat  > 
Where  dealing  frugal  gifts  around 
To  all  the  favorites  at  her  feet. 
She  trains  the  body's  bulky  frame 
For  paiSve,  perfevering  toils; 
And  left,  from  any  proaxieraim. 
The  daring  mind  fhould  fcorn  her  homely  fpoils^ 
She  breadies  maternal  fogs  to  damp  iis  reftlefi  Same> 

I.      2. 

Farewell  rfie  grave,  pacific  air,. 
Where  never  mountain  zephyr  blew  :: 
The  marfhy  levels  lank  aad  bare. 
Which  Pan,  which  Ceres  netrer  knew  :. 
The  Naiads,  with  obfene  attire, 
tTrging  in  vain  their  urns  to  flow ; 
While  roand  them  chaunt  the  croking  choir. 
And  haply  footh  fome  lover's  prudent  woe. 
Or  prompt  fome  reftive  Bard,  and  modulate  his  lyre. 

I.     3. 

Farewell,  ye  nymphs,  whom  fober  care  of  gain 

Snatch'd  in  your  cradles  from  the  god  of  love  : 

She  rendered  aU  his  boaiJed  arrows  vain  j 

And  all  bia  gifts  did  h@^  fpite  remove, 

*"  ^  Ye 
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Ye  too,  the  flow-ey'd  fathen.  of  the  land. 
With  whom  dominion  fteah  from  hand  to  hand, 
Unown'd,  imdignify'd  by  public  choice, 
I  go  where  liberty  to  all  is  known. 
And  telb  a  monarch  on  his  throne. 
He  reigns  not  but  by  her  prcfcrA'ing  voice* 

II.     I. 
O  my  lovr'd  England,  when  with  thee 
Shall  1  fit  down,  to  part  no  more  ? 
Far  from  this  pale,  difcolor'd  fea,. 
That  fleeps  upon  the  reedy  fhore. 
When  fnall  I  plough  thy  azure  tide  ? 
When  on  thy  hills  the  flocks  admire. 
Like  mountain  fnows ;  till  down  their  fide 
I  trace  the  village  and  the  facred  fpire. 
While  bowers  and  copfes  green  the  golden  flope  divide, 

11.    2. 

Ye  nymphs  who  guard  the  pathlefs  grove. 
Ye  bhie-ey'd  fillers  of  the  ftreams, 
V/iih  whom  I  wont  at  mom  to  rove. 
With  whom  at  noon  I  talk'd  in  dreams : 
O !  take  me  to  your  haunts  again. 
The  rocky  fpring,  the  greenwood  glade; 
To  guide  my  lonely  footfteps  deign. 
To  prompt  my  flumbers  in  the  murmuring  fhade. 
And  footh  my  vacant  ear  with  many  an  airy  ftrain. 

II.     J. 
And  thou,  my  faithful  harp,  no  longer  mourn 

Thy  drooping  mailer's  inaufpicious  hand; 

Now 
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ODE      VIII. 

ON       LEAVING       HOLLAND. 

L     I. 

T?AREWELLto  Leyden's  lonely  bound>. 

The  Belgian  Mufe's  fober  feat ; 
Where  dealing  frugal  gifts  around 
To  all  the  favorites  at  her  feet. 
She  trains  the  body's  bulky  frame 
For  paffive,  perfevering  toils ; 
And  left,  from  any  prouder  aim. 
The  daring  mind  fhould  fcorn  her  homely  fpoils. 
She  breathes  maternal  fogs  to  damp  its  reftlefs-flame^ 

I.      2. 

Farewell  the  grave,  pacific  air. 
Where  never  mountain  zephyr  blew  t 
The  marfhy  levels  lank  aad  bare. 
Which  Pan,  which  Ceres  never  knew  : 
The  Naiads,  with  obfcene  attire. 
Urging  in  vain  their  urns  to  flow  ; 
While  round  them  chaunt  the  croking  choir. 
And  haply  footh  fome  lover's  prudent  woe. 
Or  prompt  fome  reftive  Bard,  and  modulate  his  lyre. 

L     3. 

Farewell,  ye  nymphs,  whom  fober  care  of  gain 

Snatch'd  in  your  cradles  from  the  god  of  love  : 

She  render'd  all  his  boafted  arrows  vain ; 

And  all  his  gifts  did  he^  fpite  remove. 

Ye 
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Ye  too,  the  flow-ey'd  fathers  of  the  land, 
With  whom  dominion  fteals  from  hand  to  hand, 
Unown'd,  undignify'd  by  public  choice, 
I  go  where  liberty  to  all  is  known. 
And  tells  a  monarch  on  his  throne. 
He  reigns  not  but  by  her  preferving  voice, 

II.     I. 

O  my  lov'd  England,  when  with  thee 
Shall  1  fit  down,  to  part  no  more  ? 
Far  from  this  pale,  difcolor'd  fea^ 
That  fleeps  upon  the  reedy  (hore. 
When  (hall  I  plough  thy  azure  tide  ? 
When  on  thy  hills  the  flocks  admire. 
Like  mountain  fnows ;  till  down  their  fide 
I  trace  the  village  and  the  facred  fpire. 
While  bovvers  and  copfes  green  the  golden  Hope  divide^ 

]I.     2. 

Ye  nymphs  who  guard  the  pathlefs  grove. 
Ye  blue-ey'd  filters  of  the  ftreams. 
With  whom  I  wont  at  morn  to  rove. 
With  whom  at  noon  I  talk'd  in  dreams  : 
O !  take  me  to  your  haunts  again. 
The  rocky  fpring,  the  greenwood  glade; 
To  guide  my  lonely  footfteps  deign. 
To  prompt  my  (lumbers  in  the  murmuring  fliade. 
And  footh  my  vacant  ear  with  many  an  airy  ftrain. 

If.     J. 

And  thou,  my  faithful  harp,  no  longer  mourn 

Thy  drooping  mailer's  inaufpicious  hand ; 

Now 
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Now  brighter  Ikies  and  freflier  gales  return. 
Now  fairer  maids  thy  melody  demand. 
Daughters  of  Albion,  liften  to  my  lyre  ! 

0  Phoebus,  guardian  of  the  Aonian  choir, 
AVhy  founds  not  mine  harmonious  as  tliy  own. 
When  all  the  virgin  deities  above 

With  Venus  and  with  Juno  move 
In  concert  round  the  Olympian  fathers  throne  -? 

III.     I. 

Thee  too,  proteftrefs  of  my  lays. 
Elate  with  whofe  majeftic  call 
Above  degenerate  Latium's  praife. 
Above  the  flavifii  boaft  of  Gaul, 

1  dare  from  impious  thrones  reclaim. 
And  wanton  floth's  ignoble  charms. 

The  honors  of  a  poet's  name 
To  Somers'  counfels,  or  to  Hamden's  arms, 
'Thee,  freedom,  I  rejoin,  and  blefs  thy  genuine  flarac. 

III.      2. 
■Great  citizen  of  Albion  !  Thee 
Heroic  valour  ftill  attends 
And  ufeful  fcience  pleas 'd  to  fee 
How  art  her  ftudious  toil  extends. 
While  truth,  diffufing  from  on  high 
A  luftre  unconfin'das  day. 
Fills  and  commands  the  pulic  eye  ; 
Till,  pierc'd  and  finking  by  her  powerful  ray, 
'Tame  faith  and  nionkifli  awe,  like  nightly  demons,  fly. 

III.  3.  Hence 
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III.     5._ 
Hence  the  whole  land  the  patriot's  ardour  fhares : 
Hence  dread  religion  dwells  with  focial  joy  j. 
And  holy  paflions  and  unfullied  cares. 
In  youth,  in  age,  domeftic  life  employ. 
O  fair  Britannia,  hail ! — With  partial  love 
The  tribes  of  men  their  native  feats  approve, 
Unjuft  and  hoftile  to  each  foreign  fame  : 
But  when  for  generous  minds  and  manly  laws 

A  nation  holds  her  prime  applaufe. 
Their  public  zeal  (hall  all  reproof  difclaim» 

ODE      IX. 

TO        CURIO  *. 

M.DCC.XI.IV. 
I. 

*HRICE  hath  the  fpring  beheld  thy  faded  fame 
Since  I  exulting  grafp'd  the  tuneful  fhell : 
Eager  through  endlefs  years  to  found  thy  name. 
Proud  that  my  memory  with  thine  Ihould  dwell. 
How  haft  thou  ftain'd  the  fplendor  of  my  choice! 
Thofe  godlike  forms  which  hover'd  round  thy  voice. 
Laws,  freedom,  glory,  wither  are  they  flowa? 
What  can  I  now  of  thee  to  time  report. 
Save  thy  fond  country  made  thy  impious  fport. 
Her  fortune  and  her  hope  the  viflims  of  thy  own  ? 

II.    There 

£*  See  the  '*  Epiftle  to  Curio,"  in  this  volume,} 
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There  are  with  eyes  unmov'd  and  recklefs  heart 
Who  faw  thee  from  thy  fummit  fall  thus  low. 
Who  deem'd  thy  arm  extended  but  to  dart 
The  public  vengeance  on  thy  private  foe. 
But,  fpite  of  every  glofs  of  envious  minds. 
The  pwl-ey'd  race  whom  virtue's  luftre  blinds. 
Who  fagely  prove  that  each  man  hath  his  price, 
I  ftijl  believ'd  thy  aim  from  blemilh  free, 
I  yet,  even  yet,  believe  it,  fpite  of  thee 
And  all  thy  painted  pleas  to  greatnefs  and  to  vice. 

III. 
*'  Thou  didft  not  dream  of  liberty  decay'd, 
"  Nor  wifh  to  make  her  guardian  laws  moreftrong: 
"'  Buf  fhe  rafh  many,  firft  by  thee  mifled, 
*'  Bore  thee  at  length  unwillingly  along." 
Rife  from  your  fad  abodes,  ye  cur  ft  of  old 
For  faith  deferted  or  for  cities  fold. 
Own  here  one  untry'd,  unexampled,  deed; 
One  myftery  of  fhame  from  Curio,  learn. 
To  beg  the  infamy  he  did  not  earn. 
And  fcape  in  guilt's  difguife  from  virtue's  offer'd  meed. 

IV. 

For  faw  we  not  that  dangerous  power  avow'd 

Whom  freedom  oft  hath  found  her  mortal  bane. 

Whom  public  wifdom  ever  ftrove  to  exclude. 

And  but  with  blufhes  fufFereth  in  her  train? 

Corruption  vaunted  her  bewitching  fpoils. 

O'er  court,  o'er  fenate,  fpread  in  pomp  her  toils, 

4.nd  call'd  herfelf  the  Hates  direfting  foul : 

TiU 
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Till  Curio,  like  a  good  magician,   try'd 
With  eloquence  and  reafon  at  his  fide. 
By  ftrength  of  holier  fpells  the  inchantrefs  to  control, 

V. 
Soon  with  thy  country's  hope  thy  fame  extends; 
The  refcued  merchant  oft  thy  words  refounds : 
Thee  and  thy  caufe  the  rural  hearth  defends  : 
His  bowl  to  thee  the  grateful  failor  crowns  : 
The  learn'd  reclufe,  with  awful  zeal  who  read 
Of  Grecian  heroes,  Roman  patriots  dead. 
Now  with  like  awe  doth  living  merit  fcan : 
While  he,  whom  virtue  in  his  bleft  retreat 
Bade  focial  eafe  and  public  paffions  meet, 
Afcends  the  civil  fcene,  and  knows  to  be  a  man, 

VL 
At  length  in  view  the  glorious  end  appear'd : 
We  faw  thy  fpirit  through  the  fenate  reign  ; 
And  freedom's  friends  thy  inftant  omen  heard 
Of  laws  for  which  their  fathers  bled  in  vain. 
Wak'd  in  the  ftrife  the  public  Genius  rofe 
More  keen,  more  ardent  from  his  long  repofe  : 
Deep  through  her  bounds  the  city  felt  his  call : 
Each  crouded  haunt  was  ftirr'd  beneath  his  pov/er. 
And  murmuring  challeng'd  the  deciding  hour 
Of  that  too  vaft  event,  the  hope  and  dread  of  all. 

VII. 
O  ye  good  powers  who  look  on  human  kind, 
Inftruft  the  mighty  moments  as  they  roll  • 
And  watch  the  fleeting  ftiapes  in  Curio's  mind. 
And  fteer  his  paffions  fteady  to  the  goal. 

O  Alfred, 
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O  Alfred,  father  of  the  Englifh  name, 
O  valiant  Edward,  firft  in  civil  fame, 
O  William,  height  of  public  virtue  pure. 
Bend  from  your  radiant  feats  a  joyful  eye 
Beheld  the  fum  of  all  ycur  labors  nigh. 

Tour  plans  of  law  complete,  your  ends  of  rule  fecure, 

VIII. 
'Twas  then — O  fhame  !  O  foul  from  faith  eftrang'd! 
O  Albion  oft  to  flattering  vows  a  prey ! 
'Twas  then  —  Thy  thought  what   fudden    frenzy 

chang'd  ? 
What  rufliing  palfy  took  thy  ftrength  away  ? 
Is  this  the  man  in  freedom's  caufe  approved  ? 
The  man  fo  great,  fo  honour'd,  fo  belov'd  > 
Whom  the  dead  envy'd,  and  the  living  blefs'd  ? 
This  patient  flave  by  tinfel  bonds  allui'd  ? 
This  wretched  fuitor  for  a  boon  abjur"d  ? 
Whom  thofe  that  fear 'd  him,  fcorn  j  that  trufted  him, 

deteft  ? 

IX. 
O  loft  alike  to  aftion  and  repofe ! 
With  all  that  habit  of  familiar  fame. 
Sold  to  the  mockery  of  relentlefs  foes. 
And  doom'd  to  exhauft  the  dregs  of  life  in  fhame,, 
To  adl  with  burning  brow  and  throbbing  heart 
A  poor  deferter's  dull  exploded  part. 
To  flight  the  favor  thou  canft  hope  no  more. 
Renounce  the  giddy  croud,  the  vulgar  wind. 
Charge  thy  own  lightnefs  on  thy  country's  mind,. 
And  from  her  voice  appeal  to  each  tame  foreign  (hore. 

X.  Buc 
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X. 

But  England's  fons,  to  purchafe  thence  applaufe. 
Shall  ne'er  the  loyalty  of  flaves  pretend, 

'  By  courtly  paffions  try  the  public  caufej 
Nor  to  the  forms  of  rule  betray  the  end. 
O  race  ereft !  by  manlieft  paffions  mov'd. 
The  labours  which  to  virtue  ftand  approv'd. 
Prompt  with  a  lover's  fondnefs  to  furvey  ; 
Yet,  where  injuftice  works  her  wilful  claim. 
Fierce  as  the  flight  of  Jove's  defliroying  flame. 

Impatient  to  confront,  and  dreadful  to  repay. 

XL 

Thefe  thy  heart  owns  no  longer.     In  their  room 
See  the  grave  queen  of  pageants.  Honour,  dwell, 
Couch'd  in  thy  bofom's  deep  tempefl:uous  gloom   ' 
Like  feme  o;rim  idol  in  a  forcerer's  cell. 
Before  her  rites  thy  fickening  reafon  flew. 
Divine  perfuafion  from  thy  tongue  withdrew. 
While  laughter  mock'd,  or  pity  ftole  a  figh  : 
Can  wit  her  tender  movements  rightly  frame 
Where  the  prime  funftion  of  the  foul  is  lame  ? 
Can  fancy's  feeble  fprings  the  force  of  truth  fupply  ? 

XIL 
But  come :  'tis  time :  ftrong  deftiny  impends 
To  fhut  thee  from  the  joys  thou  halt  betray 'd  : 
With  princes  fiU'd,  the  folemn  fane  afcends. 
By  Infamy,  the  mindful  demon  fway'd. 
There  vengeful  vows  for  guardian  laws  effac'd. 
From  nations  fetter'd,  and  from  towns  laid  v/afte. 
Vol.  LXIV.  D  For 
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For  ever  through  the  fpacious  courts  refound : 
There,  long  pofterity's  united  groan 
And  the  fad  charge  of  horrors  not  their  own, 
Affail  the  giant  chiefs,  and  prefs  them  to  the  ground, 

XIII. 

In  fight  old  Time,  imperious  judge,  awaits: 
Above  revenge,  or  fear,  or  pity,  juft. 
He  urgeth  onward  to  thofe  guilty  gates 
The  Great,  the  Sage,  the  Happy,  and  Auguft, 
And  ftill  he  aflcs  them  of  the  hidden  plan 
Whence  every  treaty,  every  war  began. 
Evolves  their  fecrets  and  their  guilt  proclaims  : 
And  ftill  his  hands  defpoil  them  on  the  road 
Of  each  vain  wreath  by  lying  Bards  beftow'd. 
And  crufti  their  trophies  huge,  and  rafe  their  fculp* 
tur'd  names, 

XIV. 
Ye  mighty  Ihades,  arife,  give  place,  attend : 
Here  his  eternal  manfion  Curio  feeks  : 
—Low  doth  proud  Wentworth  to  the  ftranger  bend. 
And  his  dire  welcome  hardy  Clifford  fpeaks  : 
"  He  comes,  whom  Fate  with  furer  arts  prepar'd 
♦*  To  accomplifli  all  which  we  but  vainly  dar'd  : 
**  Whom  o'er  the  ftubborn  herd  flie  taught  to  reign  : 
••  Who  footh'd  with  gaudy  dreams  their  raging  power 
"  Even  to  its  laft  irrevocable  hour ; 
<«  Then  baffled  their  rude  ftrength,  and  broke  them 
*'  to  the  chain." 

XV.  But 
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XV. 

But  ye,  whom  yet  wife  Liberty  Infpires, 

Whom  for  her  champions  o'er  the  world  fhe  claims, 

(That  houfehold  godhead  whom  of  old  your  fires 

Sought  in  the  woods  of  Elbe,  and  bore  to  Thames) 

Drive  ye  this  hoftile  omen  far  away; 

Their  own  fell  efforts  on  her  foes  repay  ; 

Your  wealth,  your  art's,  your  fame,  be  her's  alone : 

Still  gird  your  fwords  to  combat  on  her  fide ; 

Still  frame  your  laws  her  generous  teft  to  abide; 

And  win  to  her  defence  the  altar  and  the  throne. 
XVI. 
Protcft  her  from  yourfelves,.  ere  yet  the  flood  . 
Of  golden  luxury,  which  commerce  pours. 
Hath  ipread  that  felfifh  fiercenefs  through  your  blood. 
Which  not  her  lighteft  difcipline  injures : 
Snatch  from   fantaftic  demag02:ues  her  caufe  : 
Dream  not  of  Numa's  manners,  Plato's  laws  : 
A  wifer  founder,  and  a  nobler  plan, 
O  fons  of  Alfred,  were  for  you  affign'd  : 
Bring  to  that  birthright  but  an  equal  mind. 

And  no  fublimer  lot  will  fate  referve  for  man. 

OBEX. 

TO     THE      MUSE. 

I. 

^~\  U  E  E  N  of  my  fongs,  harmonious  maid, 
^%,  Ah  why  haft  thou  withdrawn  thy  aid  ? 
Ah  v/hy  forfaken  thus  my  breaft 
'  With'  inaufpicious  damps  opprefs'd  ? 

D  2  Where 


36         AKENSIDE'S    POEMS. 

Where  is  the  dread  prophetic  heat. 
With  which  my  bofom  wont  to  beat  ? 
Where  all  the  bright  myfterious  dreams 
Of  haunted  groves  and  tuneful  ftreams. 
That  woo'd  my  genius  to  divineft  themes  ? 

II. 

Say,  goddefs,  can  the  feftal  board. 
Or  young  Olympia's  form  ador'd  ; 
Say,  can  the  pomp  of  promis'd  fame 
Relume  thy  faint,  thy  dying  flame  ? 
Or  have  melodious  airs  the  power 
To  give  one  free,  poetic  hour  ? 
Or,  from  amid  the  Elyfian  train. 
The  foul  of  Milton  Ihall  I  gain. 
To  win  thee  back  with  fome  celeftial  ftrain  ? 

III. 

0  powerful  ftrain,  O  facred  foul  I 
His  numbers  every  fenfe  controul : 
And  now  again  my  bofom  burns ; 
The  Mufe,  the  Mufe  herfelf,  returns. 
Such  on  the  banks  of  Tyne,  confefs'd, 

1  hail'd  the  fair  immortal  gueft. 
When  firft  fhe  feal'd  me  for  her  own. 
Made  all  her  blifsful  treafures  known. 

And  bade  me  fwear  to  follow  Her  alone. 


ODE 
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ODE    xr. 

ON  LOVE. 

TO     A     FRIEND. 
I. 

"XT  O,  foolifh  youth — To  virtuous  famt 
If  now  thy  early  hopes  be  vow'd. 

If  true  ambition's  nobler  flame 

Command  thy  footfteps  from  the  croud. 

Lean  not  to  Love's  inchanting  fnare  ; 

His  fongs,  his  words,  his  looks  beware. 
Nor  join  his  votaries,  the  young  and  fair, 
II. 

By  thought,  by  dangers,  and  by  toils. 

The  wreath  of  juft  renown  is  worn ; 

Nor  will  ambition's  awful  fpoils 

The  flowery  pomp  of  eafe  adorn  : 

But  love  unbends  the  force  of  thought ; 

By  love  unmanly  fears  are  taught ; 
And  love's  reward  with  gaudy  floth  is  bought, 

in. 

Yet  thou  haft  read  in  tuneful  lays. 
And  heard  from  many  a  zealous  breaft. 
The  pleafmg  tale  of  Beauty's  praife 
In  Wifdom's  lofty  language  drefs'd  j 
Of  Beauty  powerful  to  impart 
Each  finer  fenfe,  each  comelier  art, 
And  foothe  and  polifli  m.an's  ungentle  heart. 

D  3  VL  If 
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IV. 

If  then,  from  love's  deceit  fecure^ 
Thus  far  alone  thy  wifhes  tend. 
Go  ;  fee  the  vvhite-wing'd  evening  hour 
On  Delia's  vernal  walk  defcend  : 
Go,  while  the  golden  light  ferene. 
The  grove,  the  lawn,  the  foften'd  fcene. 
Becomes  the  prefence  of  the  rural  queen. 

V. 

Attend,  while  that  harmonious  tongue 
Each  bofom,  each  defire  commands  : 
Apollo's  lute  by  Hermes  ftrung 
And  touch'd  by  chafte  Minerva's  hands. 
Attend.     I  feel  a  force  divine, 
O  Delia,  win  my  thoughts  to  thine  ; 
That  half  the  colour  of  thy  life  is  mine. 

VI. 

Yet,  confcious  of  the  dangerous  charm. 
Soon  would  I  turn  my  fteps  away; 
Nor  oft  provoke  the  lovely  harm. 
Nor  lull  my  reafon's  watchful  fway. 
But  thou,  my  friend — I  hear  thy  fighs  : 
Alas,  I  read  thy  downcaft  eyes ; 
And  thy  tongue  faulters ;  and  thy  colour  flies, 

VII. 
So  foon  again  to  meet  the  fair  ? 
So  penfive  all  this  abfent  hour  ? 
— O  yet,  unlucky  youth,  beware. 
While  yet  to  think  is  in  thy  power. 

In 
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In  vain  with  friendfliip's  flattering  name 
Thy  paffion  veils  its  inward  fliame ; 
Friendlhip,  the  treacherous  fuel  of  thy  flame! 

VIII. 

Once  I  re  rember,  new  to  love. 
And  dreading  his  tyrannic  chain, 
I  fought  a  gentle  maid,  to  prove 
What  peaceful  joys  in  friendfhip  reign  ; 
Whence  we  forfooth  might  fafely  Hand, 
And  pitying  view  the  love-fick  band. 
And  mock  the  winged  boy's  malicioas  hand. 

IX. 

Thus  .frequent  pafs'd  the  cloudlefs  day. 
To  fmiles  and  fweet  difcourfe  refign'd  i 
While  I  exulted  to  furvey 
One  generous  woman's  real  mind  : 
Till  friendfhip  foon  my  languid  brealt 
Each  night  with  unknown  cares  poiTefs'd, 
Dafh'd  my  coy  flumbers,  or  my  dreams  diftrefs'd* 

X. 

Fool  that  I  was ! — And  now,  even  now 
While  thus  I  preach  the  Stoic  ftrain, 
Unlefs  I  (hun  Olympia's  view. 
An  hour  unfays  it  all  again. 
O  friend! — when  love  direds  her  eyes 
To  pierce  where  every  paflion  lies. 
Where  is  the  firm,  the  cautious,  or  the  wife  ? 

B  4.  ODE 
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ODE      XII. 

TO  SIR  FRANCIS  HENRY  DRAKE,  BART. 

I. 

Ti  E  H  O  L  D,   the  balance  In  the  (ky 
Swift  on  the  wintery  fcale  inclines  j 
To  earthy  caves  the  Dryads  fly. 
And  the  bare  paftures  Pan  refigns. 
Late  did  the  farmer's  fork  o'erfpread 
With  recent  foil  the  twice-mown  mead. 
Tainting  the  bloom  which  autumn  knows  ; 
He  whets  the  rufty  coulter  now. 
He  binds  his  oxen  to  the  plough. 
And  wide  his  future  harveft  throws, 

II. 

Nou',  London's  bufy  confines  round. 
By  Kenfmgton's  imperial  towers. 
From  Highgate's  rough  defcent  profound, 
EfTexian  heaths,  or  Kentifh  bowers. 
Where'er  I  pafs,  I  fee  approach 
Some  rural  Itatefman's  eager  coach 
Hurried  by  fenatorial  cares  : 
Where  rural  nymphs  (alike  within, 
Afpiring  courtly  praife  to  win) 
Debate  their  drefs,  reform  their  airs. 


Ill,  Say, 
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III. 

Say,  what  can  now  the  country  boaft, 

0  Drake,  thy  footfteps  to  detain. 
When  peevifli  winds  and  gloomy  frolt 
The  funfhine  of  the  temper  ftain  ? 
Say,  are  the  priefts  of  Devon  grown 
Friends  to  this  tolerating  throne. 
Champions  for  George's  legal  right  ? 
Have  general  freedom,  equal  law. 
Won  to  the  glory  of  Naffau 

Each  bold  WelTexian  fquire  and  knight  ? 

IV. 

1  doubt  It  much  ;  and  guefs  at  leaft 
That  when  the  day,  which  made  us  free. 
Shall  next  return,  that  facred  fcaft 
Thou  better  may'ft  obferve  with  me. 
With  me  the  fulphurous  treafon  old 

A  far  inferior  part  (hall  hold 
In  that  glad  day's  triumphal  drain ; 
And  generous  William  be  rever'd. 
Nor  one  untimely  accent  heard 
Of  James  or  his  ignoble  reign.  . 

V. 

Then,  while  the  Gafcon's  fragrant  wine 
With  modeft  cups  our  joy  fupplies. 
We'll  truly  thank  the  power  divine 
Who  bade  the  chief,  the  patriot  rife ; 
Rife  from  heroic  eafe  (the  fpoil 
Due,  for  his  youth's  Herculean  toil. 

From 
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From  Belgium  to  her  faviour  fon) 
Rife  with  the  fame  unconquer'd  zeal 
For  our  Britannia's  injur'd  weal. 
Her  laws  defac'd,  her  fhrines  o'erthrown, 

VI. 

He  came.     The  tyrant  from  our  (hore. 

Like  a  forbidden  demon,  fled  ; 

And  to  eternal  exile  bore 

Pontific  rage  and  vaflal  dread. 

There  funk  the  mouldering  Gothic  reign  : 

New  years  came  forth,  a  liberal  train, 

Caird  by  tlie  people's  great  decree. 

That  day,  my  friend,  let  bleffings  crown  : 

—Fill,  to  the  demigod's  renown 

From  whom  thou  haft  that  thou  art  free. 

VII. 

Then,  Drake,  (for  wherefore  (hould  we  part 

The  public  and  the  private  weal  r) 

In  vows  to  her  who  fways  thy  heart. 

Fair  health,  glad  fortune,  will  we  deal. 

Whether  Aglaia's  blooming  cheek. 

Or  the  foft  ornaments  that  fpeak 

So  eloquent  in  Daphne's  fmile. 

Whether  the  piercing  lights  that  fly 

From  the  dark  heaven  of  Myrto's  eye. 

Haply  thy  fancy  then  beguile. 


Vm.  For 
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O  fair,  O  chafte,  thy  echoing  fhade 
May  no  foul  difcord  here  invade  : 
Nor  let  thy  firings  one  accent  move. 
Except  what  earth's  untroubled  ear 
'Mid  all  her  focial  tribes  may  hear. 
And  Heaven's  unerring  throne  approve. 

III.    2. 

Queen  of  the  lyre,  in  thy  retreat 
The  faireft  flowers  of  Pindus  glow  ; 
The  vine  afpires  to  crown  thy  feaf. 
And  myrtles  round  thy  laurel  grow: 
Thy  ftrings  adapt  their  varied  ftrain 
To  every  pleafure,  every  pain. 
Which  mortal  tribes  were  born  to  prove  ; 
And  ftrait  our  paflions  rife  or  fall. 
As  at  the  wind's  imperious  call 
The  ocean  fwells,  the  billows  move. 

III.  3. 
When  midnight  liilens  o'er  the  (lumbering  earthy 
Let  me,  O  Mufe,  thy  folemn  whifpers  hear  : 
When  morning  fends  her  fragrant  breezes  forth. 
With  airy  murmurs  touch  my  opening  ear. 
And  ever  watchful  at  thy  fide. 
Let  Wifdom's  awful  fulFrage  guide 

The  tenor  of  thy  lay  : 
To  her  of  old  by  Jove  was  given 
To  judge  the  various  deeds  of  earth  and  heaven  ; 
*Twas  thine  by  gentle  arts  to  win  us  to  her  fway. 

IV.  I.  Oft 
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IV.  I. 

Oft  as,  to  well-eam'd  eafe  refign'd, 
I  quit  the  maze  where  fcience  toils. 
Do  thou  refrefh  my  yielding  mind 
With  all  thy  gay,  delufive  fpoils. 
But,  O  indulgent,  come  not  nigh 
The  bufv  fteps,  the  jealous  eye 
Of  wealthy  care  or  gainful  age  j 
Whofe  barren  fouls  thy  joys  difdain. 
And  hold  as  foes  to  reafon's  reign 
Whome'er  thy  lovely  works  engage. 

IV.  2. 

\Mien  Friendfhip  and  when  letter 'd  ^Jirth 
Haply  partake  my  limple  board. 
Then  let  thy  blaraelefs  hand  call  forth 
The  mufic  of  the  Teian  chord. 
Or  if  invok'd  at  fofter  hours, 
O  !  feek  with  me  the  happy  bowers 
That  hear  Olympia's  gentle  tongue  ; 
To  Beauty  link'd  with  Virtue's  train. 
To  Love  devoid  of  jealous  pain. 
There  let  the  Sapphic  lute  be  ftrung. 

IV.  J. 
But  when  from  envy  and  from  death  to  claim 
A  hero  bleeding  for  his  native  land  ; 
When  to  throw  incenfe  on  the  veftal  flame 
Of  liberty  my  genius  gives  command. 
Nor  Theban  voice  nor  Leibian  lyre 
From  thee,  0  Mufe,  do  1  require ; 

While 
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While  my  prefaging  mind, 
Confcious  of  powers  fhe  never  knew, 
Aftonifh'd  grafps  at  things  beyond  her  view. 
Nor  by  another's  fate  fubmits  to  be  confin'd. 

ODE       XIV. 

TO  THE  HON.   CHARLES   TOWNSHEND : 

FROM      THE      COUNTRY, 
I. 

^  A  Y,  Towndiend,  what  can  London  boall 
To  pay  thee  for  the  pleafures  loft. 

The  health  to-day  refign'd  ; 
When  Spring  from  this  her  favourite  feat 
Bade  Winter  haften  his  retreat. 

And  met  the  weftern  wind. 

IL 

Oh  knew 'ft  thou  how  the  balmy  air. 
The  fun,  the  azure  heavens  prepare 

To  heal  thy  languid  frame  ; 
No  more  would  noify  courts  engage. 
In  vain  would  lying  Faction's  rage 

Thy  facred  leifure  claim. 

in. 

Oft  I  look'd  forth,  and  oft  admir'd  ; 
Till  with  the  ftudious  volume  tir'd 

I  fought  the  open  day  ; 
And  fure,  I  cry'd,  the  rural  gods 
Expeft  me  in  their  green  abodes. 

And  chide  my  tardy  ftay. 

IV.  But 
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IV. 

But  ah  in  vain  my  reftlefs  feet 
Trac'd  every  fileut  (hady  feat 
■    Which  knew  their  forms  of  old  : 
Nor  Naiad  by  her  fountain  laid. 
Nor  Wood-nymph  tripping  through  her  glade. 
Did  now  their  rites  unfold  : 

V. 

WHiether  to  nurfe  fome  infant  oak 
They  turn  the  flowly-tinkling  brook 

And  catch  the  pearly  fhowers. 
Or  brufti  the  mildew  from  the  woods. 
Or  paint  with  noon-tide  beams  the  buds. 

Or  breathe  on  opening  flowers. 

VI. 
Such  rites,  which  they  with  Spring  renew. 
The  eyes  of  care  can  never  view  ; 

And  care  hath  long  been  mine  : 
And  hence  offended  v/ith  their  gueft. 
Since  grief  of  love  my  foul  opprefs'd. 

They  hide  their  toils  divine. 

VII. 

But  foon  fhall  thy  enlivening  tongue 
This  heart,  by  dear  afflidlion  wrung. 

With  noble  hope  infpire  : 
Then  will  the  fylvan  powers  again 
Receive  me  in  their  genial  train. 

And  liften  to  my  lyre. 
Vol.  LXIV.  E  VIII.  Be 
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VIII. 
Beneath  yon  Dryad's  lonely  (hade 
A  ruftic  altar  fhall  be  paid. 

Of  turf  with  laurel  fram'd  : 
And  thou  the  infcription  wilt  approve ; 
"  This  for  the  peace  which,  loft  by  lovCj. 
"  By  Friendlhip  was  reclaim'd." 

ODE      XV. 
TO    THE    EVENING. STAR, 

I. 

^I"*  O  -  N I  G  H  T  retir'd  the  queen  of  heaveti 

■*'     With   young  Endymion  ftrays  : 
And  now  to  Hefper  is  it  given 
Awhile  to  rule  the  vacant  Iky, 
Till  flie  fhall  to  her  lamp  fupply 

A  ftreara  of  lighter  rays, 
II. 
O  Hefper,  while  the  ftarry  throng  7 

With  awe  thy  path  furrounds. 
Oh  liften  to  my  fuppliant  fong. 
If  haply  nov/  the  vocal  fphere 
Can  fuffer  thy  delighted  ear 
To  ftoop  tu  mortal  founds. 

III. 

So  may  the  bridegroom's  genial  ftrain 

Thee  ftill  invoke  to  (hine  : 
So  may  the  bride's  unmarried  train 


To 
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To  Hymen  chaunt  their  flattering  vow. 
Still  that  his  lucky  torch  may  glow 
With  luilre  pure  as  thine. 
IV. 
Far  other  vows  muft  I  prefer 

To  thy  indulgent  power, 
Alas  !  but  now  I  paid  my  tear 
On  fair  Olympiads  virgin  tomb  : 
And  lo,  from  thence,  in  queft  I  roam 

Of  Philomela's  bower. 
V. 
Propitious  fend  thy  golden  ray, 

1  nou  pureft  light  above  : 
Let  no  falfe  flame  feduce  to  ftray 
Where  gulph  or  fteep  lie  hid  for  harm  : 
Eut  lead  where  mufic's  healing  charm 

May  foothe  afiiided  love. 
VI. 
To  them,  by  many  a  grateful  fong 

In  happier  feafons  vow'd, 
Thefe  lawns,  Olympia's  haunt,  belong  : 
Oft  by  yon  filver  fl:ream  we  walk'd. 
Or  fix'd,  while  Philomela  talk'd, 

Eeneath  yon  copfes  ftood. 

vn. 

Nor  feldom,  where  the  beachen  boughs 

That  rooflcfs  tower  invade. 
We  come  while  her  inchanting  Mufe 
The  radiant  moon  above  us  held  : 
Till  by  a  clamorous  owl  comuell'd 

She  fled  the  folemn  fhade, 

E  2  VIII.  Eut 
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VIII. 
But  hark  ;  I  hear  her  liquid  tone. 

Now,  Hefper,  guide  my  feet 
Down  the  red  marie  with  mofs  o'ergrown. 
Through  yon  wild  thicket  next  the  plain» 
VVhofe  hawthorns  choke  the  winding  lane 
Which  leads  to  her  retreat. 

IX. 

See  the  green  fpace  :  on  either  hand 

Enlarg'd  it  fpreads  around  : 
See,  in  the  midft  fhe  takes  her  {land. 
Where  one  old  oak  his  awful  fhade 
Extends  o'er  half  the  level  mead 

Inclos'd  in  woods  profound. 

X. 

Hark,  how  through  many  a  melting  note 

She  now  prolongs  her  lays : 
How  fweetly  down  the  void  they  float ! 
The  breeze  their  magic  path  attends  : 
The  ftars  fliine  out :  the  foreft  bends  : 

The  wakeful  heifers  gaze. 

XL 

Whoe'er  thou  art  whom  chance  may  bring 

To  this  fequefter'd  fpot. 
If  then  the  plaintive  Syren  fing. 
Oh  foftly  tread  beneath  her  bower. 
And  think  of  heaven's  difpofing  power. 

Of  man's  uncertain  lot. 


XII.  Oh 
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XII. 

Oh  think,  o'er  all  this  mortal  ftage. 

What  mournful  fcenes  arife : 
What  ruin  waits  on  kingly  rage  : 
How  often  virtue  dwells  with  woe : 
How  many  griefs  from  knowledge  flow : 

How  fwiftly  pleafure  flies. 
XIII. 
O  facred  bird,  let  me  at  eve, 

Thus  wandering  all  alone. 
Thy  tender  counfel  oft  receive. 
Bear  witnefs  to  thy  pen  five  airs. 
And  pity  nature's  common  cares 

Till  I  forget  my  own. 

ODE      XVI. 

TO    CALEB    HARDING  E,    M.  D. 

I. 

W/  I  T  H  fordid  floods  the  wintcry  *  Urn 

*  ^     Hath  flain'd  fair  Richmond's  level  green  ; 
Her  naked  hill  the  Dryads  moutn. 
No  longer  a  poetic  fcene. 
No  longer  there  thy  raptur'd  eye 
The  beauteous  forms  of  earth  or  flcy 
Surveys  as  in  their  Author's  mind  : 
And  London  fhelters  from  the  year 
Thofe  whom  thy  focial  hours  to  (hare 
The  Attic  Mufe  defi?n'd. 

*  Aquarius. 

E  3  II.  From 
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IT. 

From  Hampftead's  airy  fummit  me 
Her  guell  the  city  fliall  behold. 
What  day  the  people's  ftern  decree 
To  unbelieving  kings  is  told. 
When  common  men  (the  dread  of  fame) 
Adjudg'd  as  one  of  evil  name. 
Before  the  fun,  the  anointed  head. 
Then  feek  thou  too  the  pious  town. 
With  no  unworthy  cares  to  crown 
That  evening's  awful  fhade. 

III. 
Deem  not  1  call  thee  to  deplore 
The  facred  martyr  of  the  day. 
By  faft  and  penitential  lore 
To  purge  our  ancient  guilt  away. 
For  this,  on  humble  faith  I  reft 
That  ftill  our  advocate,  the  prieft. 
From  heavenly  wrath  will  fave  the  land : 
Nor  afli  what  rites  our  pardon  gain. 
Nor  how^  his  potent  founds  reftrain 
The  thunderer's  lifted  hand. 

IV. 
No,  Hardinge  :  peace  to  church  and  ftate  ! 
That  evening,  let  tlie  Mufe  give  law: 
While  I  anew  the  theme  relate 
Which  my  firft  youth  enamour'd  faw. 
Then  will  I  oft  explore  thy  thought. 
What  to  rejeft  which  Locke  hath  taught. 

What 
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What  to  purfue  in  \'rrgirs  lay  : 
Till  hope  afcends  to  loftieft  things. 
Nor  envies  demagogues  or  kings 
'Xheh  fiail  and  vulgar  fwa)'. 

V. 

O  vers'd  in  all  the  human  frame. 
Lead  thou  where'er  my  labour  lies. 
And  Englifh  fancy's  eager  flame 
To  Grecian  purity  challize  : 
While  hand  in  hand,  at  wifdom's  Ihrine, 
Beauty  with  truth  I  ftrive  to  join. 
And  grave  aflent  with  glad  a;  plaufe ; 
To  paint  the  ftory  of  the  foul. 
And  Plato's  vifions  to  controul 
By  Verulamian  *  laws. 

ODE      XVII. 
ON   A   SERMON    AGAINST   GLORY. 

M.  DCC.  XLVII. 
I. 

/^OME  then,  tell  me,  fage  divine. 

Is  it  an  offence  to  own 
That  our  bofoms  e'er  incline 
Toward  immortal  glory's  throne  ? 
For  with  me  nor  pomp,  nor  pleafure, 
Bourbon's  might,  Braganza's  treafure, 

*  Verulam  gave  one  of  his  titles  to  Francis  Bacon,  Novum 
Organuin. 

E  4  So 
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So  can  fancy's  dream  rejoice. 

So  conciliate  reafon's  choice. 
As  one  approving  word  of  her  impartial  roics^ 

II. 

If  to  fpurn  at  noble  praife 
Ee  the  pafs-port  to  thy  heaven. 
Follow  thou  thofe  gloomy  ways  ^ 
No  fuch  law  to  me  was  given. 
Nor,  I  truft,  {hall  I  deplore  me 
Faring  like  my  friends  before  me ; 
Nor  an  holier  place  defire 
Than  Timoleon's  arms  acquire. 
And  Tully's  curule  chair,  and  Milton's  golden  lyre* 

ODE      XVIII. 

TO   THE   RIGHT   HONOURABLE 
FRANCIS    EARL    OF   HUNTINGDON, 

M.  DCC.XLVH. 
I.    I. 

'T^  H  E  wife  and  great  of  every  clime. 

Through  all  the  fpacious  walks  of  Time, 
^Miere'er  the  Mufe  her  power  difplay'd, 
"With  joy  have  liften'd  and  obey'd. 
For,  taught  of  heaven,  the  facred  Nine 
Perfuafive  numbers,  forms  divine. 

To  mortal  fenfe  impart : 
They  beft  the  foul  with  glory  fire ; 
They  nobleft  counfels,  boldell  deeds  infpire; 
And  high  o'er  Fortune's  rage  inthrone  the  fixed  heart. 

I,  2.  Nor 
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I.  2. 
Nor  lefs  prevailing  is  their  charm 
The  vengeful  bofom  to  difarm  ; 
To  melt  the  proud  with  human  woe. 
And  prompt  unwilling  tears  to  flow. 
Can  wealth  a  power  like  this  afford  ? 
Can  Cromwell's  arts,  or  Marlborough's  {woidj 

An  equal  empire  claim  ? 
No,  Haftings.     Thou  my  words  will  own  : 
Thy  breaft  the  gifts  of  every  Mufe  hath  known; 
Nor  fhall  the  giver's  love  difgrace  thy  noble  name, 

I-  3. 
The  Mufe's  awful  art. 
And  the  bleft  funftion  of  the  Poet's  tongue. 
Ne'er  fhalt  thou  blufli  to  honour  ;  to  affert 
From  all  that  fcorned  vice  or  fla\'i{h  fear  hath  fung. 
Nor  (hall  the  blandiihment  of  Tufcan  firings 
Warbling  at  will  in  pleafure's  myrtle  bower ; 
Nor  fliall  the  fervile  notes  to  Celtic  kings 
By  flattering  minftrels  paid  in  evil  hour. 
Move  thee  to  fpurn  the  heavenly  Mufe's  reiga. 
A  different  fl:rain. 
And  other  themes 
From  her  prophetic  fliades  and  hallow 'd  ftreams 
(Thou  well  canft  witnefs)  meet  the  purged  ear  ; 
Such,  as  when  Greece  to  her  immortal  fhell 
Rejoicing  liften'd,  godlike  founds  to  hear; 
To  hear  the  fvveet  iQfl;ru(^refs  tell 

(V/bilc 
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(While  men  and  heroes  throng 'd  around) 
How  life  its  nobleft  ufe  may  find. 
How  well  for  freedom  be  refign'd  ; 
And  how,  by  glory,  virtue  fhall  be  crown'd. 

II.   I. 

Such  was  the  Chian  father's  ftrain 
To  many  a  kind  domeftic  train, 
Whofe  pious  hearth  and  genial  bowl 
Had  chcar'd  the  reverend  pilgrim's  foul : 
When,  every  hofpitable  rite 
With  equal  bounty  to  requite. 

He  ftruck  his  magic  firings ; 
And  pour'd  fpontaneous  numbers  forth. 
And  feiz"d  their  ears  with  tales  of  ancient  worth. 
And  fiird  their  mufing  hearts  with  valt  heroic  things. 

II.     2. 

Now  oft,  where  happy  fpirits  dwell, 
Wliere  yet  he  tunes  his  charming  fhell. 
Oft  near  him,  with  applauding  hands. 
The  genius  of  his  country  ftands. 
To  liftening  gods  he  makes  him  known. 
That  man  divine,  by  whom  were  fown 

The  feeds  of  Grecian  fame  : 
W'ho  firft  the  race  with  freedom  fir'd  ; 
From  whom  Lycurgus  Sparta's  fons  infpir'd  ; 
from  whom  Platjean  palms  and  Cyprian  trophies  came. 

11.  ^  O 
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II.     3. 

O  nobleft,  happiell  age  ! 
When  Ariftides  rul'd,  and  Cimon  fought ; 
When  all  the  generous  fruits  of  Homer's  page 
Exulting  Pindar  faw  to  full  perfedion  brought. 
O  Pindar,  oft  (halt  thou  be  hail'd  of  me : 
Not  that  Apollo  fed  thee  from  his  fhrine; 
Not  that  thy  lips  drank  fweetnefs  from  the  bee ; 
Nor  yet  that,  ftudious  of  thy  notes  divine. 
Pan  danc'd  their  meafure  with  the  fylvan  throng  : 
But  that  thy  fong 
Was  proud  to  unfold 
What  thy  bafe  rulers  trembled  to  behold ; 
Amid  corrupted  Thebes  was  proud  to  tell 
The  deeds  of  Athens  and  the  Perfian  fhame  : 
Hence  on  thy  head  their  impious  vengeance  fell. 
But  thou,  O  faithful  to  thy  fame. 
The  Mufe's  law  didft  rightly  know ; 
That  who  would  animate  his  lays. 
And  other  minds  to  virtue  raife, 
Muft  feel  his  own  with  all  her  fpirit  glow. 

lU.    I. 

Are  there,  approv'd  of  later  times, 

Whofe  verfe  adorn'd  a  *  tyrant's  crimes  ? 

Who  faw  majeftic  Rome  betray'd. 

And  lent  the  imperial  ruffian  aid  ? 

Alas  !  not  one  polluted  Bard, 

No^  not  the  ftrains  that  Mincius  heard. 

Or  Tibur's  hills  reply'd, 

*  Ovlavianus  Csfar, 

Dare 
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Dare  to  the  Mufe's  ear  afpire  ; 
Save  that,  inftruded  by  the  Grecian  lyre. 
With  freedom's  ancient  notes  their  iTiameful  talk  they 
hide. 

III.      2. 

Mark,  how  the  dread  Pantheon  ftands. 

Amid  the  domes  of  modern  hands  : 

Amid  the  toys  of  idle  ftate. 

How  fimply,  how  feverely  great ! 

Then  turn,  and,  while  each  weftern  clime 

Prefents  her  tuneful  fons  to  Time, 

So  mark  thou  Milton's  name  ; 
And  add,  "   Thus  differs  from  the  throng 
"  The  fpirit  which  inform'd  thy  awful  fong, 
**  Which  bade  thy  potent  voice  proteft  thy  country's 

"  fame." 

HI.    3. 
Yet  hence  barbaric  zeal 
His  memory  with  unholy  rage  purfues  ; 
While  from  thefe  arduous  cares  of  public  weal 
She  bids  each  Bard  begone,  and  reft  him  with  his  Mufe, 
O  fool  !  to  think  the  man,  whofe  ample  mind 
Muft  grafp  at  all  that  yonder  ftars  furvey  j 
Muft  join  the  nobleft  forms  of  every  kind. 
The  world's  moft  perfeft  image  to  difplay. 
Can  e'er  his  country's  raajefty  behold, 
Unmov'd  or  cold  ! 
O  fool !  to  deem 
That  he,  whofe  thought  muft  vifit  every  theme, 
Whofe  heart  mult  every  ftrong  emotion  know 

Infpir'd 
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Infpir'd  by  nature,  or  by  fortune  taught ; 
That  he,  if  haply  fome  prefumptuous  foe. 
With  falfc  ignoble  faience  fraught. 
Shall  fpurn  at  freedom's  faithful  band  ; 
That  he  their  dear  defence  will  fliun. 
Or  hide  thier  glories  from  the  fun. 
Or  deal  their  vengeance  with  a  woman's  hand! 

IV.    I. 

I  care  not  that  in  Arno's  plain. 
Or  on  the  fportive  banks  of  Seine, 
From  public  themes  the  Mufe's  quire 
Content  with  polifh'd  eafe  retire. 
Where  priefts  the  ftudious  head  command. 
Where  tyrants  bow  the  warlike  hand 

To  vile  ambition's  aim. 
Say,  what  can  public  themes  afford. 
Save  venal  honours  to  an  hateful  lord, 
Referv'd  for  angry  heaven,  and  fcorn'd  of  honeft  fame  ? 

IV.     2. 

But  here,  where  freedom's  equal  throne 
To  all  her  valiant  fons  is  known  ; 
Where  all  are  confcious  of  her  cares. 
And  each  the  power,  that  rules  him,  fnares ; 
Here  let  the  Bard,  whofe  daftard  tongue 
Leaves  public  arguments  unfung. 

Bid  public  praife  farewell  : 
Let  him  to  fitter  climes  remove. 
Far  from  the  hero's  and  the  patriot's  love. 
And  lull  myfterious  monks  to  ilumber  in  their  cell. 

I  IV.  3,  b 
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IV.  3. 
O  Haftings,  not  to  all 

Can  ruling  heaven  the  fame  endowments  lend  ; 
Yet  ftill  doth  nature  to  her  oiFspring  call. 
That  to  one  general  weal  their  different  powers  they 
bend, 
Unenvious.     Thus  alone,  though  drains  divine 
Inform  the  bofom  of  the  Mufe's  fon  ; 
Though  with  new  honours  the  patrician's  line 
Advance  from  age  to  age  ;  yet  thus  alone 
They  win  the  fufFrage  of  impartial  fame. 
The  poets  name 
He  bell  fliall  prove, 
Whofe  lays  the  foul  with  nobleft  paflions  move. 
But  thee,  O  progeny  of  heroes  old. 
Thee  to  feverer  toils  thy  fate  requires : 
The  fate  which  form'd  thee  in  a  chofen  mould. 
The  grateful  country  of  thy  fires. 
Thee  to  fublimer  paths  demand  ; 
Sublimer  than  thy  fires  could  trace. 
Or  thy  own  Edward  teach  his  race. 
Though  Gaul's  proud  genius  fank  beneath  his  hand. 

V.  I. 

From  rich  domains  and  fubjeft  farms. 
They  led  the  ruftic  youth  to  arms ; 
And  kings  their  ftern  atchievements  fear'd  ; 
While  private  ftrife  their  banners  rear'd. 
But  loftier  fcenes  to  thee  are  fhown. 
Where  empire's  wide-sllablifli'd  throne 

No 
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No  private  mafter  fills : 
Where,  long  foretold,  the  People  reigns : 
Where  each  a  vaflars  humble  heart  difdains ; 
And  judgeth  what  he  fees ;  and,  as  he  judgeth,  wills. 

V.    2. 

Here  be  it  thine  to  calm  and  guide 
The  fwelling  democratic  tide; 
To  watch  the  date's  uncertain  frame. 
And  baffle  faftion's  partial  aim  : 
But  chiefly,  with  determin'd  zeal, 
To  quell  that  fervile  band,  who  kneel 

To  freedom's  banifli'd  foes ; 
That  monfter,  which  is  daily  found 
Expert  and  bold  thy  country's  peace  to  wound  ; 
Yet  dreads  to  handle  arms,  nor  manly  counfel  knows. 

V.    3' 
'Tis  higheft  heaven's  command. 
That  guilty  aims  fhould  fordid  paths  purfue  ; 
That  what  enfnares  the  heart  (hould  maim  the  hand. 
And  virtue's  worthlefs  foes  be  falfe  to  glory  too. 
Eut  look  on  freedom.     See,  through  every  age. 
What  labours,  perils,  griefs,  hath  flie  difdain'd ! 
What  arms,  what  regal  pride,  w"hat  prieftly  rage. 
Have  her  dread  offspring  conquer'd  or  fuftain'd  ! 
For  Albion  well  have  conquer'd.     Let  the  llrains 
Of  happy  fwains. 
Which  now  refound 
\^  here  Scarfdale's  cliffs  the  fwelling  paffures  bound. 
Bear  witnefs.     There,  oft  let  the  farmer  hail 
The  facred  orchard  Vv  liich  imbowers  his  gate. 

And 
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And  fhew  to  ftrangers  paffing  down  the  vale. 

Where  Ca'ndifh,  Booth,  and  Olborne  fate  ; 

When,  burfting  from  their  country's  chain. 

Even  in  the  midft  of  deadly  harms. 

Of  papal  fnares  and  lawlefs  arms. 
They  plann'd  for  freedom  this  her  nobleft  reign, 

VI.    I. 

This  reign,  thefe  laws,  this  public  care. 
Which  Naflau  gave  us  all  to  fhare. 
Had  ne'er  adorn'd  the  Englidi  name. 
Could  fear  have  filenc'd  freedom's  claim. 
But  fear  in  vain  attempts  to  bind 
Thofe  jofty  eftorts  of  the  mind 

Which  focial  good  infpires ; 
WTiere  men,  for  this,  affault  a  throne. 
Each  adds  the  common  welfare  to  his  own  ; 
And  each  unconquer'd  heart  the  ftrength  of  all  acquires. 

VI.    2. 

Say,  was  it  thus,  when  late  we  view'd 
Our  fields  in  civil  blood  imbrued  ? 
W^hen  fortune  crown'd  the  barbarous  hoft. 
And  half  the  aftonifh'd  ifle  was  loft  ? 
Did  one  of  all  that  vaunting  train. 
Who  dare  affront  a  peaceful  reign, 

Durft  one  in  arms  appear  ? 
Durft  one  in  counfels  pledge  his  life  ? 
Stake  his  luxurious  fortunes  in  the  ftrife  ? 
Or  lend  his  boafted  name  his  vagrant  friends  to  cheat  ? 

VI,  3.  Yet, 
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VI.     3. 
Yet,  Haftings,  thefe  are  they 
Who  challenge  to  themfel'.es  thy  country's  love ; 
The  true ;  the  conftant :  who  alone  can  weigh. 
What  glory  Ihould  demand,  or  liberty  approve ! 

But  let  their  works  declare  them.     Thy  free  powers 
The  generous  powers  of  thy  prevailing  mind. 
Not  for  the  tafks  of  their  confederate  hours. 
Lewd  brawls  and  lurking  flander,  v/here  defign'd^ 
Be  thou  thy  own  appro\'er.     Honeft  praife 
Oft  nobly  fways 
Ingenuous  youth  : 
But,  fought  from  cowards  and  the  lying  mouth, 
Praife  is  reproach.     Eternal  God  alone 
For  mortals  fixeth  that  fublime  award. 
He,  from  the  faithful  records  of  his  throne;„ 
Bids  the  hiftorian  and  the  bard 
Difpofe  of  honor  and  of  fcorn  ; 
Difcern  the  patriot  from  the  flave  ; 
And  write  the  good,  the  wife,  the  brave.. 
For  leflbns  to  the  multitude  unborn. 
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BOOK     THE     SECOND. 
O    D    E      I. 

THE 

REMONSTRANCE  of  SHAKESPEARE: 

Suppofed  to  have  been  fpoken  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  while 
the  French  Comedians  were  a6ling  by  Subfcription. 

M.DCC.XLIX. 

IF,  yet  regardful  of  your  native  land. 
Old  Shakefpeare's  tongue  you  deign  to  underftand, 
Lo,  from  the  blifsful  bowers  where  Heaven  rewards 
Inftruftive  Sages  and  unblemifh'd  Bards, 
I  come,  the  ancient  founder  of  the  ftage. 
Intent  to  learn,  in  this  difcerning  age. 
What  form  of  wit  your  fancies  have  embrac'd. 
And  wither  tends  ^'our  elegance  of  tafte, 
That  thus  at  length  our  homely  toils  you  fpurn. 
That  thus  to  foreign  fcenes  you  proudly  turn. 
That  from  my  brow  the  laurel  wreath  you  claim 
To  crown  the  rivals  of  your  country's  fame. 

What,  though  the  footfteps  of  m.y  devious  Mufe 
^The  meafur'd  walks  of  Grecian  art  refufe  r 
Or  though  the  franknefs  of  my  hardy  ftyle 
Mock  the  nice  touches  of  the  critic's  file  ? 
Yet,  what  my  age  and  climate  held  to  vievv^-j 
impartial  I  furvey'd  and  fearlefs  drew. 

F  2  And 
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And  fay,  ye  fkillful  in  the  human  heart. 

Who  know  to  prize  a  Poet's  nobleft  part. 

What  age,  what  clime,  could  e'er  an  ampler  field 

For  lofty  thought,  for  daring  fancy,  yield  ? 

I  faw  this  England  break  the  Ihameful  bands- 

Forg'd  for  the  foub  of  men  by  fa_cred  hands  : 

I  faw  each  groaning  realm  her  aid  implore  ; 

Herfons  the  heroes  of  each  warlike  fhore: 

Her  naval  ftandard  (the  dire  Spaniard's  bane) 

Obey'd  through  all  the  circuit  of  the  main. 

Then  too  great  commerce,  for  a  late-found  worlds 

Around  ycur  coalLher  eager  fails  unfurl'd  : 

Kew  hopes,  new  paffions,  thence  the  bofom  fir'd  j 

New  plans,  new  arts,  the  genius  thence  infpir'd; 

Thence  every  fcene,  which  private  fortune  knows,. 

In  ftrcnger  life,  with  bolder  fpirit,  rofe. 

Difgrac'd  1  this  full  profpc(5t  which  I  drew  ? 
My  colours  languid,  or  my  ftrokes  untrue  ? 
Have  not  your  fages,  warriors,  fwains,  and  kings,. 
Confefs'd  the  living  draught  of  men  and  things  ? 
What  other  Pard  in  any  clime  appears 
Alike  the  mafter  of  your  fmiles  and  tears  ? 
Yet  have  I  deign'd  your  audience  to  entice 
With  wretched  bribes  to  luxury  and  vice  ? 
Or  have  my  various  fcenes  a  purpofe  known 
Which  Freedom,  Virtue,  Glory,  might  not  own  ? 

Such  from  the  firft  was  my  dramatic  plan  ; 
It  ftiould  be  yours  to  crown  what  I  began  : 
And  now  that  England  fpurns  her  Gothic  chain, 
Aud  e(jual  laws  and  fycial  fcience  reign, 

I  tllOURht, 


BOOK  THE  SECOND.    ODE  1.       «, 

1  tliought.  Now  furely  fhall  my  zealous  eyes 
View  nobler  Bards  and  jufter  Critics  rife. 
Intent  with  learned  labour  to  refine 
The  copious  ore  of  Albion's  native  mine, 
■Our  {lately  Miifemore  graceful  airs  to  teach. 
And  form  her  tongue  to  moreattraftive  fpeecli. 
Till  rival  nations  liften  at  her  feet. 
And  own  her  polifh'd  as  they  own'd  her  great. 

But  do  you  thus  my  favorite  hopes  fulfil  ? 
Is  France  at  laft  the  ftandard  of  your  fkill  ? 
Alas  for  you!  that  fo  betray  a  mind 
'Of  art  uuconfcious,  and  to  beauty  blind. 
Say;  does  her  language  your  ambition  raife. 
Her  barren,  trivial,  unharmonious  phrafe. 
Which  fetters  eloquence  to  fcantiell  bounds. 
And  maims  the  cadence  of  poetic  founds  ? 
Say  ;  does  your  humble  admiration  chufe 
The  gentle  prattle  ot  her  Comic  Mufe, 
While  wits,  plain-dealers,  fops,  and  fools  appear, 
Charg'd  to  fay  nough  but  what  the  king  may  hear? 
Or  rather  melt  your  fympathizing  hearts 
Won  by  her  tragic  fcene's  romantic  arts. 
Where  old  and  young  declaim  on  foft  defire. 
And  heroes  ne'>'er,  but  for  love,  expire  ? 

No.     Though  the  charm.s  of  novelty,  a  while. 
Perhaps  too  fondly  win  your  thoughtlefs  fmile. 
Yet  not  for  you  defig-n'd  indulgent  fate 
The  modes  or  manners  of  the  Bourbon  ilate. 
And  ill  your  minds  ray  partial  judgment  reads. 
And  many  an  augury  my  hope  milleads, 

F  3  M 
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If  the  fair  maids  of  yonder  blooming  train 
To  their  light  courtfhip  would  an  audience  deign^ 
Or  thofe  chafte  matrons  a  Parifian  wife 
Chufe  for  the  model  of  domeftic  life; 
Or  if  one  youth  of  all  that  generous  band. 
The  ftrength  and  fplendor  of  their  native  land,. 
Would  yield  his  portion  of  his  country's  fame. 
And  quit  old  freedom's  patrimonial  claim. 
With  lying  fmiles  Oppreffion's  pomp  to  fee. 
And  judge  of  glory  by  a  king's  decree. 

O  bleft  at  home  with  juftly-envied  laws, 
O  long  the  chiefs  of  Europe's  general  caufe. 
Whom  Heaven  hath  chofen  at  each  dangerous  hour 
To  check  the  inrodes  of  barbaric  power. 
The  rights  of  trampled  nations  to  reclaim. 
And  guard  the  Ibcial  world  from  bonds  and  fhamc; 
Oh  let  not  luxury's  fantaftic  charms 
Thus  give  the  lye  to  your  heroic  arms : 
Nor  for  the  ornaments  of  life  embrace 
Diftioneft  leffons  from  that  vaunting  race. 
Whom  Fate's  dread  laws  (for,  in  eternal  Fate, 
Defpotic  Rule  was  heir  to  Freedom's  hate) 
Whom,  in  each  warlike,  each  commercial  part^ 
In  civil  counfel,  and  in  pleafmg  art. 
The  Judge  of  earth  predeftin'd  for  your  foes> 
And  made  it  fame  and  virtue  to  oppofe. 


ODE 
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ODE      II. 

TO       SLEEP. 

I. 

THOU filent  power,  whole  welome  fway 
Charms  every  anxious  thought  away  j 
In  whofe  divine  oblivion  drown'd. 
Sore  pain  and  weary  toil  grow  mild, . 
Love  is  with  kinder  looks  beguil'd. 
And  grief  forgets  her  fondly-cherifh'd  wound ; 
O  whither  haft  thou  flown,  indulgent  god  ? 
God  of  kind  Ihadows  and  of  healing  dews. 
Whom  doft  thou  touch  with  thy  Lethcean  rod  > 
Around  whofe  temples  now  thy  opiate  airs  dilxure  ? 

IL 

Lo,  midnight  from  her  ftarry  reign 

Looks  awful  down  on  earth  and  main,  . 

The  tuneful  birds  lie  hufh'd  in  lleep. 

With  all  that  crop  the  verdant  food. 

With  all  that  ikim  the  cryftal  flood. 
Or  haunt  the  caverns  of  the  rocky  fteep. 
No  rufhing  winds  diftuib  the  tufted  bowers ; 
No  wakeful  found  the  moon-light  valley  knows. 
Save  where  the  brook  its  liquid  murmur  pours. 
And  lulls  the  waving  fcene  to  more  profound  repoft;»  . 

IIL 
O  let  not  me  alone  complain. 
Alone  invoke  thy  power  in  vain  ! 
Defcend,  propitious,  on  my  eyes  3 

F  4  Not 
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Not  from  the  couch  that  bears  a  crown. 
Not  from  the  courtly  ftatefman's  down. 
Nor  M'here  the  mifer  and  his  treafure  lies  : 
Bring  not  the  (hapes  that  break  the  murderer's  reft. 
Nor  thofe  the  hireling  foldier  loves  to  fee. 
Nor  thofe  which  haunt  the  bigot's  gloomy  breaft : 
Far  be  their  guilty  nights,  and  far  their  dreams  from  me! 

IV. 

Nor  yet  thofe  awful  forms  prefent. 

For  chiefs  and  heroes  only  meant : 

The  figur'd  brafs,  the  choral  fong. 

The  refcued  people's  glad  applaufe. 

The  liftening  fenate,  and  the  laws 
Tix'd  by  the  counfels  of  *  Timoleon's  tongue. 
Are  fcenes  too  grand  for  Fortune's  private  ways  ; 
And  though  they  fhine  in  youth's  ingenuous  view. 
The  fober  gainful  arts  of  modern  days 
To  fuch  romantic  thoughts  ha\e  bid  a  long  adieu. 

V. 

I  a  Ik  not,  god  of  dreams,  thy  care 
To  banifh  Love's  prefentraents  fair  : 
Nor  rofy  cheek,  nor  radiant  eye 
Can  arm  him  with  fuch  ftrong  command 
That  the  young  forcerer's  fatal  hand 
Shall  round  ray  foul  his  pleafmg  fetters  tie. 

■■•"*  After  Timoleon  had  de'ivered  Syracufe  from  the  tyranny  of 
Dionyfius,  the  people  on  every  important  deliberation  fent  for  him 
into  the  public  alfembly,  aikcd  his  advice,  anJ  voted  atcording  to 
jt.     Plutarch, 

Nor 
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Nor  yet  the  courtier's  hope,  the  giving  fmile 
(A  lighter  phantom,  and  a  bafer  chain) 
Did  e'er  in  llumber  my  proud  lyre  beguile 
To  lend  the  pomp  of  thrones  her  ill-according  llrain. 

VI. 

But,  Morpheus,  on  thy  balmy  v/ing 

Such  honourable  vifions  bring, 

As  footh'd  great  Milton's  injur'd  age. 

When  in  prophetic  dreams  he  faw 

The  race  unborn  with  pious  a.ve 
Imbibe  each  virtue  from  his  heavenly  page  ; 
Or  fuch  as  Mead's  benignant  fancy  knows 
When  health's  deep  treafures,  by  his  heart  explor'd. 
Have  fav'd  the  infant  from  an  orplian's  woes. 
Or  to  the  trembling  fire  his  age's  hope  reilor'd. 

ODE       III. 
TO    THE    C  U  C  K  O  W. 

I. 

f~\  Ruftlc  herald  of  the  fpring, 
^-'^  At  length  in  yonder  woody  vale 
Fall  by  the  brook  I  hear  thee  fing; 
And,  ftudious  of  thy  homely  tale. 
Amid  the  vefpers  of  the  grove. 
Amid  the  chaunting  choir  of  love. 
Thy  fage  refponfes  hail. 

II.  The 
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11. 

The  time  has  been  when  I  have  frown'd 
To  hear  thy  voice  the  woods  invade ; 
And  while  thy  folemn  accent  drown'd 
Some  fweeter  Poet  of  the  fhade. 
Thus,  thought  I,  thus  the  fons  of  care 
Some  conftant  youth  or  generous  fair 
With  dull  advice  upbraid. 

III.. 
I  faid,  "  While  Philomela's  fong 
*'  Proclaims  thepaffion  of  the  grove, 
"  It  ill  befeems  a  cuckovv's  tongue 
*'  Her  charming  language  to  reprove"—-- 
Alas,  how  much  a  lover's  ear 
Hates  all  the  fober  truth  to  hear. 
The  fober  truth  of  love  ! 

IV. 
WTien  hearts  are  in  each  other  blefs'd. 
When  nought  but  lofty  faith  can  rule 
The  nymph's  and  fvvain's  confenting  breaftj , 
How  cukow-like  in  Cupid's  fchool. 
With  ftore  of  grave  prudential  faws 
On  Fortune's  power  and  Cuftcrn's  law?. 
Appears  each  friendly  fool ! 

V. 

Yet  think  betimes,  ye  gentle  train 
Whom  Love  and  Hope  and  Fancy  fway. 
Whom  every  harlher  care  difdain. 
Who  by  the  morning  judge  the  day. 

Think 
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Think  that,  in  April's  faireft  hours. 
To  warbling  (hades  and  painted  flowers 
The  cuckow  joins  his  lay. 


ODE      IV. 

TO       THE 

HONOURABLE   CHARLES   TOWNSHEND, 

IN      THE      COUNTRY. 
M.DCC.L. 


OWoftflialll  iun'cy 
This  humble  roof,  the  la\vn,  the  greenwood  fhade,^. 

The  vale  with  ftieaves  o'erfpread. 
The  glaffy  brook,  the  flocks  which  round  thee  flray  ; 

When  will  thy  cheerful  mind 
Of  thefe  have  utter'd  all  her  dear  efteem  ? 

Or,  tell  me,  doft  thou  deem 
No  more  to  join  in  glory's  toilfome  race. 

But  here  content  embrace 
That  happy  leifure  which  thou  hadft  refign'd  ? 

L     2. 
Alas,  ye  happy  hours. 
When  books  and  youthful  fport  the  foul  could  fliare,_ 

Ere  one  ambitious  care 
Of  civil  life  had  aw'd  her  Ampler  powers ; 

Oft 


76  AKENSIDE'S   POEMS. 

Oft  as  your  winged  train 
-Revifit  here  my  friend  in  white  array, 

O  fail  not  to  difplay 
Each  fairer  fcene  where  I  perchance  had  part. 

That  fo  his  generous  heart 
The  abode  of  even  Friendfhip  may  remain, 

I.     3. 
Tor  not  imprudent  of  my  lofs  to  come, 
I  faw  from  Contemplation's  quiet  cell 
His  feet  afcending  to  another  home 
Where  public  Praife  and  envied  Greatnefs  dwelL 
But  fhall  we  therefore,  O  my  lyre, 
Repro\e  ambition's  beft  defire ? 

Extinguifh  Glory's  fiame  ? 
Ear  other  was  the  talk  injoin'd 
When  to  my  hand  thy  firings  were  firft  aflign'd  : 
Far  other  faith  belongs  to  Friendfiiip's  honor "d  name, 

11.     2. 

Thee,  Townfhend,  not  the  arms 
Of  numbering  Eafe,  nor  Pleafure's  rofy  chain. 

Were  deftin'd  to  detain  : 
No,  nor  bright  Science,  nor  the  Mufe's  charms. 

For  them  high  Heaven  prepares 
Their  proper  votaries,  an  humbler  band  : 

And  ne'er  would  Spenfer's  hand 
Have  deign 'd  to  ftrike  the  warbling  Tufcan  fhell. 

Nor  Harrington  to  tell 
What  habit  an  immortal  city  wears. 

II.      2 
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II.     2. 

Had  this  lieen  born  to  (hield 
The  caufe  which  CromweH's  impious  hand  betray'd. 

Or  that,  likeVere,  dilplay'd 
His  redcrofs  banner  o'er  the  Belgian  field  j 

Yet  where  the  will  divine 
Hath  (hut  thofe  loftieft  paths,  it  next  remalnSj. 

With  reafon  clad  in  ftrains 
Of  harnwny,  felefted  minds  to  infpire,. 

And  Virtue's  living  fire 
To  feed  and  eternize  in  hearts  like  thine. 

II.  3. 

For  never  fhall  the  herd,  whom  Envy  fways^^ 
So  quell  my  purpofe  or  my  tongue  control. 
That  I  (hould  fear  illuftrious  worth  to  praife, 
Becaufe  its  matter's  friendiTap  mov'd  my  foul. 
Yet,  if  this  undifTcnihllng  ftrain 
Should  now  perhaps  thine  ear  detain 

With  any  plealing  found, 
Eememberthcu  that  righteous  Fame 
From  hoary  nge  a  ftrict  account  will  claim 
Of  each  aufpicious  palm  with  which  thy  youth  was 
crown'd. 

III.  I. 

Nor  obvious  is  the  way 
Where  Heaven  expefts  thee ;  nor  the  traveller  leads. 

Through  flowers  or  fragrant  meads. 
Or  groves  that  hark  to  Philomela's  lay, 

a  Tht 
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The  impartial  laws  of  Fate 
To  nobler  virtues  wed  feverer  cares. 

Is  there  a  man  who  fhares 
The  fummit  next  where  heavenly  natures  dwell  ? 

Afk  him  (for  he  can  tell) 
WTiat  ftorms  beat  round  that  rough  laborious  height, 

III.     2. 

Ye  heroes,  who  of  old 
Did  generous  Engknd  Freedom's  throne  ordain; 

From  Alfred's  parent  reign 
To  Naffau,  great  deliverer,  wife  and  bold ; 

I  know  your  perils  hard. 
Ifour  wounds,  your  painful  marches,  wintery  feas. 

The  night  eftrang'd  from  eafe 
The  day  by  cowardice  and  falfehood  vex'd. 

The  head  with  doubt  perplex'd. 
The  indignant  heart  difdaining  the  reward. 

HI.    3. 

Which  envy  hardly  grants.     But,  O  renown, 
O  praife  from  judging  heaven  and  virtuous  men. 
If  thus  they  purchas'd  thy  divineft  crown. 
Say,  who  fhall  hefitate  ?  or  who  complain? 
And  now  they  fit  on  thrones  above : 
And  when  among  the  gods  they  move 
Before  the  fovran  mind, 
"  Lo,  thefe,"  he  faith,  "  lo,  thefe  are  they 
"  Who  to  the  laws  of  mine  eternal  fway 
"  From  violence  and  fear  afferted  human  kind." 

IV.    1. 
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IV.     r. 

Thus  honor'd  while  the  train 
'•i  legiflators  in  his  prefence  dwell ; 

If  I  may  aught  foretell. 
The  ftatefman  fhallthe  fecond  palm  obtain. 

For  dreadful  deeds  of  arms 
Let  vulgar  bards,  with  undifcerning  praife. 

More  glittering  trophies  raife  : 
But  wifeft  heaven  what  deeds  may  chiefly  mo\'t; 

To  favor  and  to  lo\'e  ? 
What,  fave  wide  bleflings,  or  averted  harms  ? 

IV.     2. 

Nor  to  the  imbattled  field 
Shall  the  atchievements  of  the  peaceful  gown 

The  green  immortal  crown 
Of  valor,  or  thefongs  of  conqueft  yield. 

Not  Fairfax  wildly  bold, 
■While  bare  of  creft  he  hew'd  his  fatal  way. 

Through  Nafeby'sfirm  array. 
To  heavier  dangers  did  his  breafi:  oppofe 

Than  Pym's  free  virtue  chofe. 
When  the  proud  force  of  Strafford  he  control'd. 

IV.     3. 
Ent  what  is  man  at  enmity  with  truth  ?    , 
What  were  the  fruits  of  Wentworth's  copious  mind 
"y^htn  (blighted  all  the  promife  of  his  youth) 
The  patriot  in  a  tyrant's  league  had  join'd  ? 
Let  Ireland's  loud-lamenting  plains. 
Let  Tyj^e's  and  Humber's  trampled  fwains. 

Let 
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Let  menac'd  London  tell 
How  impious  Guile  made  Wifdom  bafe; 

LIow  generous  zeal  to  cruel  rage  gave  place  ; 

And  how  unblefs^'d  he  liv'd,.  and  how  diilionor'd  fell, 

V.  I    . 

Thence  never  hath  the  Mufe 
Around  his  tomb  Pierian  rofes  Hung  : 

Nor  (hall  one  poet's  tongue 
His  name  for  Mufic's  pleafmg  labor  chufe. 

And  furc,  when  Nature  kind 
Hath  deck'd  fome  favor'd  breaft  above  the  throng. 

That  man  with  grievous  wrong 
Affronts  and  wounds  his  genius,  it  he  bends 

To  Guilt's  ignoble  ends 
The  functions  of  his  ill-fubmitting  mind. 

V.       2. 

For  worthy  of  the  wife 
Nothing  can  feem  but  Virtue;  nor  earth  yield 

Their  fame  an  equal  field. 
Save  where  impartial  Freedom  gives  the  prize. 

There  Somers  fix'd  his  name, 
Inroll'd  the  next  to  William.     There  fhall  Time 

To  every  wondering  clime 
Point  out  that  Somers,  who  from  Faftion's  croud. 

The  flanderous  and  the  loud. 
Could  fair  affent  and  modeft  reverence  claim,- 
V.     Z' 
Nor  aught  did  laws  or  fociai  arts  acquire. 
Nor  this  majeftic  weal  of  Albion's  land 
Did  aught  accomplifh,  or  to  aught  afpire,. 
Without  his  guidance,  his  fuperior  hand. 

And 
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And  rightly  fliall  the  Mufe's  care 
Wreaths  like  her  own  for  him  prepare, 

Whofe  mind's  enamour'd  aira 
Could  forms  of  civil  beauty  draw 
Sublime  as  ever  Sage  or  Poet  faw. 
Yet  ftill  to  life's  rude  fcene  the  proud  ideas  tame, 

VI.    I. 

Let  none  profane  be  near  ! 
The  Mufe  was  never  foreign  to  his  breafi: : 

On  Power's  grave  feat  confefs'd. 
Still  to  her  voice  he  bent  a  lover's  ear. 

And  if  the  bleffed  know 
Their  ancient  cares,  even  now  the  unfading  groves. 

Where  haply  Milton  roves 
With  Spenfer,  hear  the,  enchanted  echos  round 

Through  fartheft  heaven  refound 
Wife  Somers,  guardian  of  their  fame  below, 

VI.    2. 

He  knew,  the  patriot  knew. 
That  letters  and  the  Mufes  powerful  art 

Exalt  the  ingenuous  heart. 
And  brighten  every  form  of  juft  and  true. 

They  lend  a  nobler  fway 
To  civil  Wifdom,  than  corruption's  lure 

Could  ever  yet  procure  : 
They  too  from  Envy's  pale  malignant  light 

Condudl  her  forth  to  fight 
Cloth'd  in  the  faireft  colours  of  the  day. 

Vol.  LXIV*  G  VI.  j.  O 
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VI.  3. 

O  Tovvnfliend,  thus  may  Time,  the  judge  fevere^ 
Inftrufi;  my  happy  tongue  of  thee  to  tell : 
And  when  I  fpeak  of  one  to  freedom  dear 
For  planning  wifely  and  for  ading  well. 
Of  one  whom  glory  loves  to  own. 
Who  ftill  by  liberal  means  alone 
Hath  liberal  ends  purfued  ; 
Then,  for  the  guerdon  of  my  lay, 
"  This  man  with  faithful  friendlhip,"  will  I  fay, 
««  From  youth  to  honcur'd  age  my  arts  and  me  hath 
«  view'd." 


O    D     E      V. 

ON    LOVE    OF    PRAISE. 

I. 
/^  F  all  the  fprings  within  the  mind 
^^  Which  prompt  her  fteps  in  Fortune's  maze. 
From  none  more  pleafing  aid  we  find 
Than  from  the  genuine  love  of  praife. 

II. 

Nor  any  partial,  private  end 

Such  reverence  to  the  public  bears ; 
Nor  any  paffion.  Virtue's  friend. 

So  like  to  Virtue's  felf  appears. 

III.  For 
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For  who  in  glory  can  delight 

Without  delight  in  glorious  deeds  ? 
What  man  a  charming  voice  can  flight. 

Who  courts  the  echo  that  fucceeds  ? 

IV. 
But  not  the  echo  on  the  voice 

More,  than  on  virtue  praife,  depends  j 
To  which,  of  courfe,  it's  real  price 

The  judgment  of  the  praifer  lends, 

V. 
If  praife  then  with  religious  awe 

From  the  fole  perfeft  judge  be  fought, 
A  nobler  aim,  a  purer  law. 

Nor  prieft,  nor  bard,  nor  fage  hath  taught* 

VI. 

With  which  in  character  the  fame 
Though  in  an  humbler  fphere  it  lies, 

I  count  that  foul  of  human  fame. 
The  fufFrage  of  the  good  and  wife  . 

ODE  VI. 

TO    WILLIAM    HALL,    ESQUIRE: 

WITH    THE    WORKS    OF    CHAULIEU. 
I. 

A    T  T  E  N  D  to  Chaulieu's  wanton  lyre  j 
•^^  While,  fluent  as  the  fky-lark  fings 
When  firfl:  the  morn  allures  it's  wings. 
The  epicure  his  theme  purfues : 
And  tell  me  if,  among  the  choir 

G  2  Whcfe 
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Whofe  mufic  charms  the  banks  of  Seine, 
So  full,  fo  free,  fo  rich  a  ftrain 
E'er  diftated  the  warbling  Mufe, 

n. 

Yet,  Hall,  while  thy  judicious  ear 
Admires  the  well-diffembled  art 
That  can  fuch  harmony  impart 
To  the  lame  pace  of  Gallic  rhymes; 
While  wit  from  afFeclation  clear. 
Bright  images,  and  paflions  true. 
Recall  to  thy  affenting  view 
The  envied  bards  of  nobler  times  ; 

III. 
Say,  is  not  oft  his  doftrine  wrong  •? 
This  prieft  of  pleafure,  who  afpires 
To  lead  us  to  her  facred  fires. 
Knows  he  the  ritual  of  her  fhrine  ? 
Say  (her  fweet  influence  to  thy  fong 
So  may  the  goddefs  ftill  afford) 
Doth  fhe  confent  to  be  ador'd 
With  (hamelefs  love  and  frantic  wine  ? 

IV. 
Nor  Cato,  nor  Chryfippus  here 
Need  we  in  high  indignant  phrafe 
From  their  Elyfian  quiet  raife  ; 
But  pleafure's  oracle  alone 
Confult ;  attentive,  not  fevere. 
O  pleafure,  we  blafpheme  not  thee ; 
Nor  emulate  the  rigid  knee 
Which  bends  but  at  the  Stoic  throne. 


V.  We 
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V. 
We  own  had  fate  to  man  affign'd 
Nor  fenfe,  nor  wifh,  but  what  obey 
Or  Venus  foft  or  Bacchus  gay. 
Then  might  our  bard's  voluptuous  creed 
Moft  aptly  govern  human  kind  : 
Unlefs  perchance  what  he  hath  fung 
Of  tortur'd  joints  and  nerves  unllrungj 
Some  wrangling  heretic  fhould  plead. 

VI. 
But  now  with  all  thefe  proud  defires 
For  dauntlefs  truth  and  honeft  fame  ; 
With  that  ftrong  raafter  of  our  frante. 
The  inexorable  judge  within^ 
What  can  be  done  ?  Alas,  ye  fires 
Of  love;  alas,  ye  rofy  fmiles. 
Ye  nedar'd  cups  from  happier  foils, 
—Ye  have  no  bribe  his  grace  to  win. 

P    D    E      VII. 

TO    THE    RIGHT    REVEREND 
BENJAMIN  LORD  BISHOP  OF  WINCHESTER. 

M.DCC.LIV, 
I.     I. 

1^  O  R  toils  At'hich  patriots  have  endur'd. 

For  treafon  quell'd  and  laws  fecur'd. 
In  every  nation  Time  difplays 
The  palm  of  honourable  praife, 

G  3  Envy 
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Envy  may  rail ;  and  faction  fierce 

May  ftrive :  but  what,   alas,  can  thofe 
(Though  bold,  yet  blind  and  fordid  foes} 
To  gratitude  and  love  oppofe. 

To  faithful  ftory  and  perfuafive  verfe  ? 

I.     2. 

O  nurfe  of  freedom,  Albion,  fay. 
Thou  tamer  of  defpotic  fway. 
What  man,  among  thy  fons  around. 
Thus  heir  to  glory  haft  thou  found  ? 
What  page,  in  all  thy  annals  bright. 
Haft  thou  with  purer  joy  furvey'd 
Than  that  where  truth,  by  Hoadly's  aid. 
Shines  through  impofture's  folemn  fliade. 
Through  kingly  and  through  facerdotal  night  ? 

I.    3. 

To  him  the  Teacher  blefs'd. 
Who  fent  religion,  from  the  palmy  field 
By  Jordan,  like  the  morn  to  cheer  the  weft. 
And  lifted  up  the  vt'il  which  heaven  from  earth  conceal'd. 
To  Hoadly  thus  his  mandate  he  addrefs'd  : 
"  Go  thou,  and  refcue  my  difhonour'd  law 
*•"  From  hands  rapacious  and  from  tongues  impure  : 
"  Let  not  my  peaceful  name  be  made  a  lure 
••  Fell  perfecution's  mortal  fnares  to  aid; 
"  Let  not  my  words  be  impious  chains  to  draw 
"  The  freeboin  foul  in  more  than  brutal  awe, 
"  To  faith  without- aflent,  allegiance  unrepaid.'* 

IL  I.  No 
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II.  I. 
No  cold  or  unperforming  hand 
Was  arm'd  by  heaven  with  this  command. 
The  world  foon  felt  it :  and,  on  high. 
To  William's  ear  with  welcome  joy 
Did  Locke  among  the  bleft  unfold 
The  riling  hope  of  Hoadly's  name, 
Godolphin  then  confirra'd  the  fame ; 
And  Soraers,  when  from  earth  he  came. 
And  generous  Stanhope  the  fair  fequel  told. 

11.  2. 

Then  drew  the  lawgivers  around, 
(Sires  of  the  Grecian  name  renown'd) 
And  liftening  afk'd,  and  wondering  knew. 
What  private  force  could  thus  fubdue 
The  vulgar  and  the  great  corabin'd  ; 
Could  war  with  facred  folly  wage ; 
Could  a  whole  nation  difengage 
From  the  dread  bonds  of  many  an  age. 
And  to  new  habits  mould  the  public  mind. 

n.  3.^ 

For  not  a  conqueror's  fword. 
Nor  the  ftrong  powers  to  civil  founders  known. 
Were  his :  but  truth  by  faithful  fearch  explor'd. 
And  focial  fenfe,  like  feed,  in  genial  plenty  fown. 
Wherever  it  took  root,  the  foul  (reftor'd 
To  freedom)  freedom  too  for  others  fought. 
Not  monkifh  craft  the  tyrant's  claim  divine. 
Not  regal  zeal  the  bigot's  cruel  Ihrine 

G  4  Could 
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Could  longer  guard  from  reafon's  warfare  fage  j 
Not  the  wild  rabble  to  fedition  wrought. 
Nor  fynods  by  the  papal  Genius  taught. 
Nor  St.  John's  fpirit  loofe,  nor  Atterbury's  rage, 
III.   I. 
But  where  fhall  recompence  be  found  } 
Or  how  fuch  arduous  merit  crown'd  ? 
For  look  on  life's  laborious  fcene  ; 
What  rugged  fpaces  lie  between 
Adventurous  Virtue's  early  toils 
And  her  triumphal  throne !  The  (hade 
Of  death,  mean  time,  does  oft  invade 
Herprogrefs;  nor,  to  us  difplay'd, 
Weais  the  bright  heroine  her  expefted  fpoih:, 

III.    2. 

Yet  born  to  conquer  is  her  power : 
— O  Hoadly,  if  that  favourite  hour 
On  earth  arrive,  with  thankful  awe 
We  own  juil  heaven's  indulgent  law.. 
And  proudly  thy  fuccefs  behold  ; 
We  attend  thy  reverend  length  of  days 
With  benediftion  and  with  praife. 
And  hail  Thee  in  our  public  ways 
Like  fome  great  fpirit  fam'd  in  ages  old. 
III.  3. 
While  thus  our  vows  prolong 
Thy  ftcps  on  earth,  and  when  by  us  refign'd 
Thou  join'ft  thy  feniors,  that  heroic  throng 
Who  refcued  or  preferv'd  the  rights  of  human  kind, 
J  O!  mi 
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O  !  not  unworthy  may  thy  Albion's  tongue 
Thee  ftill,  her  friend  and  benefa(flor,  name : 
O!  never,  Hoadly,  in  thy  country's  eyes. 
May  impious  gold,  or  pleafiire's  gaudy  prize. 
Make  public  virtue,  public  freedom,  vile ; 
Nor  our  own  manners  tempt  us  to  difclaim 
That  heritage,  our  nobleft  wealth  and  fame. 
Which  Thou  haft  kept  intire  from  force  and  fa<^ious 
guile. 

ODE      VIII. 
I. 

T  F  rightly  tuneful  bards  decide, 
"*•    If  it  be  fix'd  in  love's  decrees. 
That  beauty  ought  not  to  be  tried 

But  by  its  native  power  to  pleafe. 
Then  tell  me,  youths  and  lovers,  tell. 
What  fair  can  Amoret  excell  ? 

II. 
Behold  that  bright  unfulHed  fmile. 

And  wifdom  fpeaking  in  her  mien  : 
Yet  {(lie  fo  artlefs  all  the  while. 

So  little  ftudious  to  be  feen) 
We  nought  but  inftant  gladnefs  knmir. 
Nor  think  to  whom  the  gift  we  owe. 

III. 
But  neither  mufic,  nor  the  powers 

Of  youth  and  mirth  and  frolick  chear* 
Add  half  that  funftiine  to  the  hours, 

Oj  make  life's  profpeft  half  fo  clear. 


90       AKENSIDE'S     POEMS. 
As  memory  brings  it  to  the  eye 
From  fcenes  where  Amoret  was  by. 

IV. 
Yet  not  a  fatirift  could  there 

Or  fault  or  indifcretion  find  ; 
Kor  any  prouder  fage  declare 

One  virtue,  piftur'd  in  his  mind, 
Whofe  form  with  lovelier  colours  glows 
Than  Amoret's  demeanor  fhows. 

V. 
This  fure  is  beauty's  happieft  part  : 

This  gives  the  moil  unbounded  fway  : 
This  (hall  enchant  the  fubjefl  heart 

When  rofe  and  lily  fade  away ; 
And  {he  be  ftill,  in  fpite  of  time. 
Sweet  Amoret  in  all  her  prime. 


ODE       IX. 

AT        STUDY. 

I. 
-TTtT-  H  I T  H  E  R  did  my  fancy  ftray  ?j 

*         By  what  magic  drawn  away 
Have  I  left  my  ftudious  theme  ? 
From  this  philofophic  page, 
From  the  problems  of  the  fage. 

Wandering  through  a  pleafing  dream  ? 

II,  'Ti3 
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ir. 

'TIs  in  vain,  alas  !  I  find. 
Much  in  vain,  my  zealous  mind 

Would  to  learned  Wifdora's  throne 
Dedicate  each  thoughtful  hour  ; 
Nature  bids  a  fofter  power 

Claim  fome  minutes  for  his  own. 

HI. 

Let  the  bufy  or  the  wife 

View  him  with  contemptuous  eyes ; 

Love  is  native  to  the  heart  : 
Guide  its  wifhes  as  you  will ; 
Without  Love,  you'll  find  it  ftill 

Void  in  one  effential  part. 

IV. 

Me  though  no  peculiar  fair 
Touches  with  a  lover's  care  ; 

Though  the  pride  of  my  defire 
Aiks  immortal  friendfhip's  name, 
Alks  the  palm  of  honeil;  fame. 

And  the  old  heroic  lyre ; 

V. 
Though  the  day  ha\  e  fmoothly  gone. 
Or  to  letter'd.  leifure  known. 

Or  in  focial  ^luvy  fpent  ; 
Yet  at  eve  my  ionely  breaft: 
Seeks  in  vain  for  perfedl  reft  ; 

Languilbes  for  true  content, 

ODE 
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T    O 

THOMAS   EDWARDS,  ESQUIRE: 

ON    THE    LATE     EDITION    OF 

MR.     POPE'S     WORKS, 

M.DCC.LI. 
I. 

"n  E  L I E  V  E  me,  Edwards,  to  reftrain 
•*-*  The  licence  of  a  railer's  tongue 
Is  what  but  feldom  men  obtain 
By  fenfe  or  wit,  by  profe  or  fong  : 
A  talk  for  more  Herculean  powers. 
Nor  fuited  to  the  facred  hours 
Of  leifure  in  the  Mufe's  bowers. 

11. 
In  bowers  where  laurel  weds  with  palm. 
The  Mufe,  the  blamelefs  queen,  refides  ; 
Fair  Fame  attends,  and  Wifdom  calm 
Her  eloquence  harmonious  guides  : 
While,  fhut  for  ever  from  her  gate. 
Oft  trying,  ftill  repining,  wait 
Fierce  Envy  and  calumnious  Hate» 

lU.  Wlio 
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III. 
Who  then  from  her  delightful  bounds 
Would  ftep  one  moment  forth  to  heed 
What  impotent  and  favage  found* 
From  their  unhappy  mouths  proceed  ? 
No  :  rather  Spenfer's  lyre  again 
Prepare,  and  let  thy  pious  ftrain 
For  Pope's  dilhonour'd  fliade  complain* 

IV. 

Tell  how  difpleas'd  was  every  Bard, 
When  lately  in  the  Elyfian  grove 
They  of  his  Mufe's  guardian  heard. 
His  delegate  to  fame  above  ; 
And  what  with  one  accord  they  faid 
Of  wit  in  drooping  age  mifled> 
And  Warburton's  officious  aid  : 

V. 

How  Virgil  mourn'd  the  fordid  fate 
To  that  melodious  lyre  affign'd 
Beneath  a  tutor  who  fo  late 
With  Midas  and  his  rout  combin'd 
By  fpiteful  clamour  to  confound 
That  very  lyre's  enchanting  found. 
Though  liftening  realms  admir'd  around  : 

VI. 

How  Horace  own'd  he  thought  the  flie 
Of  his  friend  Pope's  fatiric  line 
Did  farther  fuel  fcarce  require 
jFxom  fuch  a  militant  divine  : 

How 
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How  Milton  fcorn'd  the  fophift  vain 
V.'ho  durft  approacR  his  hallow 'd  ftrain 
With  unwafli'd  hands  and  lips  profane, 

VII. 

Then  Shakefpeare  debonnair  and  mild 
Brought  that  ftrange  comment  forth  to  view  ^ 
Conceits  more  deep,  he  faid  and  fmiKd, 
Than  his  own  fools  or  madmen  knew  : 
But  thank'd  a  generous  friend  above. 
Who  did  with  free  adventurous  love 
Such  pageants  from  his  tomb  remove. 

VIII. 

And  if  to  Pope,  in  equal  need. 
The  fame  kind  office  thou  wouldft  pay. 
Then,  Edwards,  all  the  band  decreed 
That  future  Bards  with  frequent  lay- 
Should  call  on  thy  aufpicious  name. 
From  each  abfurd  intruder's  claim. 
To  keep  inviolate  their  fame. 


O  D  « 
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ODE      XI. 


To       THE 

COUNTRY  GENTLEMEN 
OF  ENGLAND. 

M.DCC.LVIII, 
I. 

"t  If  r  HITHER  is  Europe's  ancient  fpirit  fled  ? 
Where  are  thofe  valiant  tenants  of  her  fhore^ 
Who  from  the  warrior  bow  the  ftrong  dart  fped. 
Or  with  firm  hand  the  rapid  pole-ax  bore  ? 
Freeman  and  foldier  was  their  common  name. 
Who  late  with  reapers  to  the. furrow  came. 
Now  in  the  front  of  battle  charg'd  the  foe  : 
Who  taught  the  fteer  the  wintery  plough  to  endure. 
Now  in  full  councils  check'd  encroaching  power. 
And  gave  the  guardian  laws  their  raajefty  to  know. 

n. 

But  who  are  ye  ?  from  Ebro's  loitering  fons 
To  Tiber's  pageants,  to  the  fports  of  Seine  ; 
From  Rhine's  frail  palaces  to  Danube's  thrones 
I     And  cities  looking  on  the  Cimbric  main. 
Ye  loft,  ye  felf-deferted  ?  whofe  proud  lords 
Have  baffled  your  tame  hands,  and  given  your  fwords 

To 
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To  flavifh  ruffians,  hir'd  for  their  command  : 
Thefe,  at  fome  greedy  monk's  or  harlot's  nod. 
See  rifled  nations  crouch  beneath  their  rod  ; 
Thefe  are  the  public  will,  the  reafon  of  the  land, 

III. 
Thou,  heedlefs  Albion,  what,  alas !  the  while 
Doft  thou  prefume  ?  O  inexpert  in  arms. 
Yet  vain. of  freedom,  how  doft  thou  beguile. 
With  dreams  of  hope,  thefe  near  and  loud  alarms  ? 
Thy  fplendid  home,  thy  plan  of  laws  renown'd. 
The  praife  and  envy  of  the  nations  round, 
\Miat  care  haft  thou  to  guard  from  fortune's  fway  ? 
Amid  the  ftorms  of  war,  how  foon  may  all 
The  lofty  pile  from  its  foundations  fall, 
sOf  ages  the  proud  toil,  the  ruin  of  a  day  ! 

IV. 
No  :  thou  art  rich,  thy  ftreams  and  fertile  vales 
Add  induftry's  wife  gifts  to  nature's  ftore : 
And  every  port  is  crouded  with  thy  fails. 
And  every  wave  throws  treafure  on  thy  Ihore. 
What  boots  it  ?  If  luxurious  plenty  charra 
Thy  felfifh  heart  from  glory,  if  thy  arm 
Shrink  at  the  frowns  of  danger  and  of  pain, 
Thofe  gifts,  that  treafure  is  no  longer  thine. 
Oh  rather  far  be  poor.     Thy  gold  will  fhine 
Tempting  the  eye  of  force,  and  deck  thee  to  thy  bane. 
V. 
But  what  hath  force  or  war  to  do  with  thee  ? 
Girt  by  the  azure  tide,  and  thron'd  fublime 
Amid  thy  floating  bulwarks,  thou  canft  fee. 

With  fcorn,  the  fury  of  each  hoftile  clijiie 

Dafh'd 
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Pafli'd  ere  it  reach  thee.     Sacred  from  the  foe 
Are  thy  fair  fields.     Athwart  thy  guardian  prow- 
No  bold  invader's  foot  fhall  tempt  tlie  ftrand — 
Yet  fay,  my  country,  will  the  waves  and  wind 
Obey  thee  ?  Haft  thcu  all  thy  hopes  refign'd 
To  the  iky's  fickle  faith  ?  the  pilot's  wavering  hand  ? 

VI. 

For  oh !  may  neither  fear  nor  ftronger  love 
(Love,  by  thy  virtuous  princes  nobly  won) 
Thee,  laft  of  many  wretched  nations,   move. 
With  mighty  armies  ftation'd  round  the  throne 
To  truft  thy  fafety.     Then,  farewell  the  claims 
Of  freedom  !  Her  proud  records  to  the  flames 
Then  bear,  an  offering  at  ambition's  Ihrine  ; 
Whate'er  thy  ancient  patriots  dar'd  demand 
From  furious  John's,  or  faithlefs  Charles's  hand. 
Or  what  great  William  feal'd  for  his  adopted  line. 

VII. 

But  if  thy  fons  be  worthy  of  their  name. 
If  liberal  laws  with  liberal  hearts  they  prize. 
Let  them  from  conqueft,  and  from  fervile  fliam.»j 
In  war's  glad  fchool  their  own  proteftors  rife. 
Ye  chiefly,  heirs  of  Albion's  cultur'd  plains. 
Ye  leaders  of  her  bold  and  faithful  fwains. 
Now  not  unequal  to  your  birth  be  found  : 
The  public  voice  bids  arm  your  rural  ilate. 
Paternal  hamlets  for  your  enfigns  wait. 
And  grange  and  fold  prepare  to  pour  their  youth  around. 

Vol.  LXIV.  H  VIIJ.  Why 
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VIII. 
"Why  are  ye  tardy  ?  what  inglorious  care 
Detains  you  from  their  head,  your  native  poft  ? 
Who  moil  their  country's  fame  and  fortune  lhafej> 
'Tis  theirs  to  (hare  her  toils,  her  perils  moft. 
Each  man  his  talk  in  fecial  life  fuftains* 
With  partial  labours,  with  doraeftic  gains. 
Let  others  dwell :  to  you  indulgent  heaven 
By  counfel  and  by  arms  the  public  caufe 
To  ferve  for  public  love  and  love's  applaufe. 
The  firil  employment  far,  the  nobleft  hire,  hath  given, 

IX. 

Have  ye  not  heard  of  Lacedaemon's  fame  ? 
Of  Attic  chiefs  in  Freedom's  war  divine  ? 
Of  Rome's  dread  generals  ?  the  Valerian  name  ? 
The  Fabion  fons  ?  the  Scipios,  matchlefs  line  ? 
Your  lot  was  theirs.     The  farmer  and  the  fwain 
Met  his  lov'd  patron's  fummons  from  the  plain  y 
The  legions  gather'd  ;  the  bright  eagles  flew  : 
Barbarian  monarchs  in  the  triumph  mourn'd; 
The  conquerors  to  their  houfhold  gods  return'd. 
And  fed  Calabrian  flocks,  and  fteer'd  the  Sabine  plough. 

Shall  then  this  glory  of  the  antique  age. 
This  pride  of  men,  be  loll  among  mankind  ? 
Shall  war's  heroic  arts  no  more  engage 
The  unbought  hand,  the  unfubjefted  mind  ? 
Doth  valour  to  the  race  no  more  belong  ? 
No  more  with  fcorn  of  violence  and  wrong 

Doth 
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Doth  forming  nature  now  her  fons  infpire. 
That,  like  fome  myftery  to  few  reveal'd. 
The  (kill  of  arms  abafh'd  and  aw'd  they  yield. 
And  from  their  own  defence  with  hopelefs  hearts  retire  ? 

XI. 

O  fhame  to  human  life,  to  human  laws ! 
The  loofe  adventurer,  hireling  of  a  day. 
Who  his  fell  fword  without  affedion  draws, 
WTiofe  God,  whofe  country,  is  a  tyrant's  pay. 
This  man  the  leflbns  of  the  field  can  learn ; 
Can  every  palm,  which  decks  a  warrior,  earn. 
And  every  pledge  of  conqueft  :  while  in  vain. 
To  guard  your  altars,  your  paternal  lands. 
Are  focial  arms  held  out  to  your  free  hands  : 
Too  arduous  is  the  lore ;  too  irkfome  were  the  pain* 

xn. 

Meantime  by  Pleafure's  lying  tales  allur'd. 
From  the  bright  fun  and  living  breeze  ye  ftray ; 
And  deep  in  London's  gloomy  haunts  immur'd. 
Brood  o'er  your  fortune's,  freedom's,  health's  decay, 
O  blind  of  choice  and  to  yourfelves  untrue  ! 
The  young  grove  fhoots,  their  bloom  the  fields  renew. 
The  manfion  aflcs  its  lord,  the  fwains  their  friend  ; 
While  he  doth  riot's  orgies  haply  fhare. 
Or  tempt  the  gamefter's  dark,  deftroying  fnare. 
Or  at  fome  courtly  fhrine  with  flavilTi  incenfe  bend. 

H  2  XIII.  And 
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XIII. 

And  yet  full  oft  your  anxious  tongues  complain 
■  That  lawlefs  tumult  prompts  the  ruftic  throng  ; 
That  the  rude  village-inmates  now  difdahi 
Thofe  homely  ties  which  rul'd  their  fathers  long. 
Alas !  your  fathers  did  by  other  arts 
Draw  thofe  kind  ties  around  their  fimple  hearts. 
And  led  in  other  paths  their  duftile  will  ; 
By  fuccour,  faithful  counfel,  courteous  cheer. 
Won  them  the  ancient  manners  to  revere, 
T<5  prize  their  country's  peace,  and  heaven's  due  rites 
fulfil. 

XIV. 
But  mark  the  judgment  of  experienc'd  Time, 
Tutor  of  nations.     Doth  light  difcord  tear 
A  ftate  ?  and  impotent  fedition's  crime  ? 
The  powers  of  warlike  prudence  dwell  not  there  5 
The  powers  who  to  command  and  to  obey. 
Tnftrud  the  valiant.     There  would  civil  fway 
The  rifing  race  to  manly  concord  tame  ? 
Oft  let  the  marflial'd  field  their  fteps  unite. 
And  in  glad  fplendor  bring  before  their  fight 
iOnQ  common  caufe  and  one  hereditary  fame. 

XV. 
Nor  yet  be  aw'd,  nor  yet  your  talk  difown. 
Though  war's  proud  votaries  look  on  fevere  ; 
Though  fecrets  taught  erewhile  to  them  alone. 
They  deem  profan'd  by  your  intruding  ear. 

Let 
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Let  them  in  vain,  your  martial  hope  to  quell. 
Of  new  refinements,  fiercer  weapons  tell. 
And  mock  the  old  fimplicity,  in  vain  : 
To  the  time's  warfare,  fmiplc  or  refin'd. 
The  time  itfelf  adapts  the  warrior's  mind; 

And  equal  prowefs  ftill  (liall  equal  palms  obtain.    * 
XVI. 
Say  then  ;  if  England's  youth,  in  earlier  days. 
On  Glory's  field  with  weli-train'd  armies  vy'd. 
Why  fhall  they  now  renounce  that  generous  praife  ? 
Why  dread  the  foreign  mercenary's  pride  ? 
Though  Valois  brav'd  young  Edward's  gentle  hand. 
And  Albert  rulh'd  on  Henry's  way-worn  band. 
With  Europe's  chofen  fons  in  arms  renown'd. 
Yet  not  on  Vere's  bold  archers  long  they  look'd. 
Nor   Audley's  fquires,    nor  Mowbray's  yeomen 
brook'd : 

They  faw  their  ftandard  fall,  and  left  tlieir  monarch, 
bound. 

XVII. 
Such  were  the  laurels  which  your  fathers  won  ; 
Such  Glory's  didates  in  their  dauntlefs  breaft  : 
— Is  there  no  voice  that  ipeaks  to  every  fon  ? 
No  nobler,  holier  call  to  You  addrefs'd  ? 
O  !  by  majeiHc  freedom,  righteous  laws. 
By  heavenly  truth's,  by  manly  reafon's  caufe^, 
Awake  ;  attend ;  be  indolent  no  more  : 
By  Friendihip,  focial  Peace,  domeftic  Love, 
Rife;  arm;  your  country's  living  fafety  prove; 

And  trainher  valiant  youth,  and  watch  around  her  flioret 
H  3  ODE 
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ODE       XII. 

O    N 

RECOVERING  FROM  A  FIT  OF  SICKNESS. 

IN     THE     COU  NTRY, 
M.DCC.LVIII. 

I. 

'Tp  H  Y  verdant  fcenes,  O  Goulder's  hill. 
Once  more  I  feek,  a  languid  gueft: 
With  throbbing  temples  and  with  burden'd  breaS: 
Once  mere  I  climb  thy  fteep  aerial  way. 
O  faithful  cure  of  oft-returning  ill. 
Now  call  thy  fprightly  breezes  round, 
Diflblve  this  rigid  cough  profound, 
And  bid  the  fprings  of  life  with  gentler  movement 
play. 

II. 

How  gladly  'mid  the  dews  of  dawri 

By  weary  lungs  thy  healing  gale. 
The  balmy  weft  or  the  frefh  north,  inhale  ! 
How  gladly,  while  my  mufing  footfteps  rove 
Round  the  cool  orchard  or  the  funny  lawn, 

Awak'd  I  ftop,  and  look  to  find 

What  fhrub  perfumes  the  pleafant  wind. 
Or  \\hat  wild  fon|;fter  charms  the  Dryads  of  the  grove. 

III.  Now, 
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III. 

Now,  ere  the  morning  walk  is  done. 
The  diftant  voice  of  Health  I  hear 
Welconje  as  beauty's  to  the  lover's  ear. 
*'  Droop  not,  nor  doubt  of  my  return,"  Ihe  cries ; 
*'  Here  will  I,  'mid  the  radiant  calm  of  noon, 
"  Meet  thee  beneath  yon  chefnut  bower, 
"  And  lenient  on  thy  bofom  pour 
**  That  iRdoIence  divine  which  lulls  the  earth  and 
«*  Ikies." 

IV. 

The  goddefs  promis'd  not  in  rain. 

I  found  her  at  my  favourite  time. 
Nor  wifh'd  to  Tjreathe  in  any  fofter  clime. 
While  (half-reclin'd,  half-fiumbering  as  I  la/} 
She  hover'd  o'er  me.     Then,  among  her  train 

Of  nymphs  and  zephyrs,  to  my  view 

Thy  gracious  form  appear'd  anew 
Then  firft,  O  heavenly  Mufe,  unfeen  for  many  a  day, 

V. 

In  that  foft  pomp  the  tuneful  maid 

Shone  like  the  golden  ftar  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand  in  carelefs  meafures  move  ; 
I  .heard  fweet  preludes  dancing  on  her  lyre. 
While  my  whole  frame  the  facred  found  obey'd. 

New  funfliine  o'er  my  fancy  fprings. 
New  colours  clothe  external  things. 
And  the  laft:  glooms  of  pain  and  fickly  plaint  retire. 

H  4  VI.  O 
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VI. 

O  Goulder's  hill,  by  thee  reftor'd 

Once  more  to  this  enliven'd  hand. 
My  harp,  which  late  refounded  o'er-  the  land 
The  voice  of  glory,  folemn  and  fevere. 
My  Dorian  harp  (hall  now  with  mild  accord 

To  thee  her  joyful  tribute  pay. 

And  fend  a  lefs-ambitious  lay 
Of  Friendfhip  and  of  Love  to  greet  thy  mafter's  ear* 

VII. 

For  when  within  thy  Ihady  feat 
Firft  from  the  fultry  town  he  chofe. 
And  the  tir'd  fenate's  cares,  his  wifh'd  repofe. 
Then  waft  thou  mine  ;  to  me  a  happier  home 
For  focial  leifure  :  where  my  welcome  feet, 
Eftrang'd  from  all  the  entangling  ways 
In  which  the  reftlefs  vulgar  ftrays. 
Through  nature's  fimple  paths  with  ancient  faith  might 
roam, 

VIII. 

And  while  around  his  fylvan  fcene 

My  Dyfon  led  the  white-wing'd  hours. 
Oft  from  the  Athenian  Academic  bowers 
Their  fages  came  :  oft  heard  our  lingering  walk 
The  Mantuan  mufic  warbling  o'er  the  green : 

And  oft  did  Tally's  reverend  fhade. 

Though  much  for  liberty  afraid. 
With  us  of  ietter'd  eafe  or  virtuous  glory  talk. 

t  IX.  But 
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IX. 

But  other  guefts  were  on  their  way. 
And  reach'd  erelong  this  favour'd  grove  j 
Even  the  celeftial  progeny  of  Jo\'e, 
Bright  Venus,  with  her  all-fubduing  fon, 
Whofe  golden  Ihaft  moft  willingly  obey 
The  beft  and  vvifelt.     As  they  came. 
Glad  Hymen  wav'd  his  genial  flame. 
And  fang  their  happy  gilts,  and  prais'd  their  fpotlefj 
throne, 

X. 
I  faw  when  through  yon  feftlve  gate 
He  led  along  his  chofen  maid. 
And  to  my  friend  with  fmiles  prefenting  faid  ; 
*•  Receive  that  faireft  wealth  which  Heaven  aflign'd 
*'  To  human  fortune.     Did  thy  lonely  Itate 
*'  One  wifli,  one  utmoft  hope  confefs  ? 
"  Behold,  fhe  comes,  to  adorn  and  blefs : 
*'  Comes,  worthy  of  thy  heart,  and  equal  to  thy  mind," 

ODE       XIII. 

TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  MEMOIR.S  OF  THE 
HOUSE  OF  BRANDENBURGH. 

M.DCC.LI. 
I. 

'T^  H  E  men  renown'd  as  chiefs  of  human  race. 

And  born  to  lead  in  counfels  or  in  arms. 
Have  feldom  turn'd  their  feet  from  Glory's  chace. 
To  dwell  with  books,  or  court  the  Mufe's  charms. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  to  our  eyes  if  haply  time  hath  brought 
Some  genuine  tranfcript  of  their  calmer  thought. 
There  ftill  we  own  the  wife,  the  great,  or  good  ; 
And  Caefor  there  and  Xenophon  are  feen. 
As  clear  in  fpirit  and  fublime  of  mien. 

As  on  Pharfalian  plains,  or  by  the  AfTyrian  flood. 

II. 

Say  thou  too,  Frederic,  was  not  this  thy  aim  ? 

'  Thy  vigils  could  the  ftudent's  lamp  engage. 
Except  for  this  ?  except  that  future  fame 
Might  read  thy  genius  in  the  faithful  page  ? 
That  it"  hereafter  Envy  {hallprefurae 
With  vvords  irreverent  to  infcribe  thy  tomb. 
And  bafer  weeds  upon  thy  palms  to  fling. 
That  hence  poflerity  may  try  thy  reign, 
AiTert  thy  treaties,  and  thy  wars  explain. 

And  view  in  native  lights  the  hero  and  the  king, 

III. 
O  evil  forefight  and  pernicious  care ! 
Wilt  thou  indeed  abide  by  this  appeal  ? 
Shall  we  the  IciTons  of  thy  pen  compare 
With  f>rivate  honour  or  with  public  zeal  ? 
Whence  then  at  things  divine  thofe  darts  of  fcorn  ? 
Why  are  the  woes,  which  virtuous  men  have  borne 
For  facred  Truth,  a  prey  to  laughter  given  ? 
What  fiend,  what  foe  of  nature,  urged  thy  arm 
The  Almighty  of  his  fceptre  to  difarm  ? 
To  pufh  this  earch  adrifj;,  and  leave  it  loofe  from 
heaven  ? 

IV.  Yc 
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IV. 

Ye  go4-llke  fhades  of  legiflators  old. 
Ye  who  made  Rome  viftorious,  Athens  wife, 
Yc  firft  of  mortals  with  the  blefs'd  inroll'd. 
Say  did  not  horror  in  your  bofoms  rife. 
When  thus  by  impious  vanity  impell'd 
A  magiftrate,  a  monarch,   ye  beheld 
Affronting  civil  order's  holieft  bands  ? 
Thofe  bands  which  ye  fo  labour'd  to  improve  ? 
Thofe  hopes  and  fears  of  juftice  from  above, 
"Which  tam'd  the  favage  world  to  your  divine  com- 
mands ? 

ODE      XIV. 
THE     COMPLAINT. 


A 


I. 

WAY!   Away ! 

Tempt  me  no  more,  infidious  Love  : 
Thy  foothing  fway 
Long  did  my  youthful  bofom  prove  : 
At  length  thy  treafon  is  difcern'd. 
At  length  fome  dear-bought  caution  earn'd : 
Away  !  nor  hope  my  riper  age  to  move. 

II. 

I  know,  I  fee 
Her  merit.     Needs  it  now  be  Ihewn, 

Alas  !  to  me  ? 
How  often,  to  m/felf  unknown. 

The 
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The  graceful,  gentle,  virtuous  maid 
Have  I  anmir'd  !  How  often  faid. 
What  joy  to  call  a  heart  like  her's  one's  own,- 

III. 
But,  flattering  god, 
O  fquanderer  of  content  and  eafe. 

In  thy  abode 
Will  care's  r^de  leflbn  learn  to  pleafe  ? 
O  fay,  deceiver,  haft  thou  won 
Proud  Fortune  to  attend  thy  throne. 
Or  plac'd  thy  friends  above  her  ftern  decrees  ? 

O     D     E      XV. 

ON    DOMESTIC    MANNERS. 

[    UNFINISHED,    j 
I. 

"\ /T  E  E  K  honour,  female  fhame, 

"'■'''  O  !  whither,  fweeteft  offspring  of  the  Iky, 

From  Albion  doft  thou  fly  ; 
Of  Albion's  daughters  once  the  favoiirite  fame  ? 

O  Beauty's  only  friend. 
Who  giv'ft  her  pleafing  reverence  to  infpire  j 

Who  felfifli,  bold  defire 
Doft  to  eflieem  and  dear  affeftion  turn ; 

Aks  !  of  thee  forlorn. 
What  joy,  what  praife,  what  hope  can  life  pretend  ? 

II.  Behold; 
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II. 

Behold;   our  youths  in  vain 
Concerning  nuptial  happinefs  enquire  : 

Our  maids  no  more  afpire 
The  arts  of  bafhful  Hymen  to  attain  ; 

But  with  triumphant  eyes 
And  cheeks  impaffive,  as  they  move  along;, 

J^flv  homage  of  the  throng. 
Tlhe  lover  fwears  that  in  a  harlot's  arms 

Are  found  the  felf-fame  charms. 
And  worthlefs  and  deferted  lives  and  dies. 

III. 

Behold ;  unblefs'd  at  home. 
The  father  of  the  cheerlefs  houfhold  mo'ums : 

The  night  in  vain  returns. 
For  love  and  glad  content  at  diliance  roam  ; 

While  fhe,  in  whom  his  mind 
Seeks  refuge  from  the  day's  dull  taflc  of  cares. 

To  meet  him  Ihe  prepares. 
Through  noife  and  fpleen  and  all  the  gamefter's  art,  j 

A  liftlefs,  harrafs'd  heart,"  ' 

Where  not  one  tender  thought  can  welcome  find, 

IV. 

'Twas  thus,  along  the  fliore 
Of  Thames,  Britannia's  guardian  Genius  heard. 

Prom  many  a  tongue  preferr'd. 
Of  llrife  and  grief  the  fond  invedive  lore  : 

■   At 
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At  which  the  queen  divine 
Indignant,  with  her  adamantine  fpear 

Like  thunder  founding  near. 
Smote  the  red  crofs  upon  her  filver  fhield. 

And  thus  her  wrath  reveal'd. 
(I  watch'd  her  awful  words  and  made  them  mine,) 


THE  END  OF  BOOK  THE  SECOND, 


NOTES 


/ 
/ 


[  III  J 

NOTES 


ON       THE 


TWO     BOOKS     OF     ODES. 

B.  I.  Ode  XVIII.  Stanza  II.  2.]  Lyqurgus  the 
Lacedasmonian  law-giver,  brought  into  Greece  from 
Afia  Minor  the  firft  complete  copy  of  Homer's  works. 
— At  Platsa  was  fought  the  decifive  battle  betweea 
the  Perfian  army  and  the  united  militia  of  Greece, 
under  Paufanias  and  Ariitides. — Cymon  the  Athenian 
eredted  a  trophy  in  Cyprus  for  two  great  viftories 
gained  on  the  fame  day  over  the  Perfians  by  fea  and 
land.  Diodorus  Siculus  has  preferved  the  infcription 
which  the  Athenians  affixed  to  the  confecratcd  fpoils, 
after  this  great  fuccefs ;  in  which  it  is  very  remark- 
able, that  the  greatnefs  of  the  occafion  has  raifed  the 
manner  of  expreffion  above  the  ufual  fimplicity  and 
modefty  of  all  other  ancient  infcriptions.     It  is  this: 

IH.  OY.  r.'  EYPrinHN.  asiaz.  aixa.  noxTor. 

ENEIME. 
KAI.      nOAEAS.      GNHTON.     0OYPO2.    APHS. 
EOEXEI. 
OYAEN.    Iin.    TOIOYTON.    EniXGONinN.    TENET'. 
ANAPriN . 
EPTON.    EN.   HHEll^fil.   KAI.  KATA.    IIOl^ITON. 
AMA. 

OIAE. 
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OIAE.    TAP.    EN.    KYnpni.    MHAOYS.    nOAAOYS* 
OAESANTES. 
^0INIKr2N.  EKATON.  NAYS.  EAON.   EN.  HEAA- 
TEI. 
JVNAPflN.      nAHQOYEAS.     MEFA.     A*.     ESTENEN. 
ASIS.  Yn'.   AYTI^N. 
HAHrEIS'.    AM$OTEPAIS.   XEP2I.  KPATEI.  HO- 
AEMOY, 

The  following  tranflation  is  almoft  literal : 

Since  firft  the  fea  from  A(:a's  hoftile  coaft 
Divided  Europe,  and  the  god  of  war 
Affail'd  imperious  cities;  never  yet. 
At  once  among  the  waves  and  on  the  fhore. 
Hath  fuch  a  labour  been  atchiev'd  by  men 
Who  earth  inhabit.  They,  whofe  arms  the  Medes 
In  Cyprus  felt  pernicious,  they,  the  fame 
Have  won  from  fkilful  Tyre  an  hundred  (hips 
Crouded  with  warriors.     Afia  groans,  in  both 
Her  hands  fore  fmitten,  by  the  might  of  war. 

Stanza  II.  3.]  Pindar  was  contemporary  with  Arl- 
.itides  and  Cymon,  in  whom  the  glory  of  ancient  Greece 
was  at  its  height.  When  Xerxes  invaded  Greece, 
Pindar  was  true  to  the  common  intereft  of  his  country; 
though  his  fellow  citizens,  the  Thebans,  had  fold 
themfelves  to  the  Perfian  king.  In  one  of  his  Odes  he 
cxprefles  the  great  diftrefs  *and  anxiety  of  his  mind, 
occafioned  by  the  vaft  preparations  of  Xerxes  againft 

Greece. 
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Greece.  (Ifthm.  8.)  In  another  he  celebrates  the  vic- 
tories of  Salamis,  Plata;a,  and  Himera.  (Pyth.  i.) 
It  will  be  neceflary  to  add  two  or  three  other  particu- 
lars of  his  life,  real  or  fabulous,  in  order  to  explain 
what  follows  in  the  text  concerning  him.  Fir  ft  then,  he 
was  thought  to  be  fo  great  a  favourite  of  Apollo,  that 
the  priefts  of  that  deity  allotted  him  a  conftant  fliare 
of  their  offerings.  It  was  faid  of  him,  as  of  fome 
other  illnftrious  men,  that  ?-t  his  birth  a  fwarm  of  bees 
lighted  on  his  lips,  and  fed  him  with  their  honey.  It 
was  alfo  a  tradition  concerning  him,  that  Pan  was 
heard  to  recite  his  poetry,  and  feen  dancing  to  one  of 
his  hymns  on  the  mountains  near  Thebes.  But  a  real 
hiftorical  faft  in  his  life  i-s,  that  the  Thebans  impofed 
a  large  fine  upon  him  on  account  of  the  veneration 
which  he  expreffed  in  his  poems  for  that  heroic  fpirit, 
fliewn  by  the  people  of  Athens  in  defence  of  the  com- 
mon liberty,  which  his  own  fellow-citizens  had  fhame- 
fully  betrayed.  And  as  the  argument  of  this  ode 
implies,  that  great  poetical  talents,  and  high  fentimcnts 
of  liberty,  do  reciprocally  produce  and  ajfflji  e^.ch  other ^ 
{o  Pindar  is  perhaps  the  moft  exemplary  proof  of  this 
connexion,  which  occurs  in  hiftory.  The  Thebans 
were  remarkable,  in  general,  for  a  flaviCn  difpofition 
through  ail  the  fortunes  of  their  common- v.ealth  ;  at 
the  time  of  its  ruin  hy  Philip;  and  even  in  its  beft  llatc, 
"under  the  adminiftration  of  Felopidas  and  Epamlnon- 
das  :  and  every  one  knows,  they  were  no  lefs  remark-. 
^il^Ie  for  great  dulnefs,  and  want  of  all  genias.  That 
Vol.  LXIV  r  Pindar 
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Pindar  fiiould  have  equally  diltinguifhed  himfelf  frorrr 
the  reft  of  his  fellow-citizens  in  both  thefe  refpefifr 
feems  fomewhat -extraordinary,,  and  is  fcarce  to  be  ac- 
counted for  but  by  the  preceeding  obfervation. 

Stanza  III.  3.J  Alluding  to  his  *♦  Defence  of  the 
*'  people  of  England"  againft  Salmafius.  See  parti- 
cularly the  manner  in  which  he  himfelf  fpeaks  of  that 
undertaking,  in  the  introduftion  to  his  reply  to  Moras, 

Stanza  IV.  3.]  Edward  the  Third;  from  whom, 
defcended  Henry  Haftings,  third  Earl  of  Huntingdon^ 
by  the  daughter  of  the  Duke  of  Clajence,  brother  to 
Edward  the  Fourth. 

Stanza  V.  3.]  At  Whlttington,  a  village  on  the 
edge  of  Scarfdale  in  Derbyfhire,  the  Earls  of  Devon- 
fhire  and  Danby,  with  the  Lord  Delamere,  privately 
concerted  the  plan  of  the  Revolution.  The  houfe  irt 
which  they  met  is  at  prefent  a  farm-houfe ;  and  the 
country  people  diftinguifli  the  room  where  they  fet,  by 
the  name  of  "  the  plotting  parlour." 

B.  IL  Ode  VII.  Stanza  11.  i.J  Mr.  Locke  died 
in  1704,  when  Mr.  Hoadly  was  beginning  to  diftin- 
guifh  himfelf  in  the  caufe  of  civil  and  religious  liberty  ; 
Lord  Godolphin  in  1712,  when  the  doftrines  of  the 
Jacobite  faftion  were  chiefly  favoured  by  thofe  in  power : 
Lord  Somers  in  171 6,  amid  the  practices  of  the  non- 
juring  clergy  againft  the  proteftant  eftablifhment ;  and 
Lord  Stanhope  in  1721,  during  the  controverfy  with 
the  lower  houfe  of  convocation. 


TWO  BOOKS  OF  ODES  uj 
B.  ir.  Ode  X.  Stanza  V.J  During  Mr.  Pope's  war 
with  Theobald,  Concanen,  and  the  rert  of  their  tribe, 
VIr.  Warburton,  the  prcfent  Lord  Bifhop  of  Glou- 
;efter,  did  with  great  zeal  cultivate  their  friendfhip  ; 
laving  been  introduced,  forfooth,  at  the  meetings  of 
hat  refpeftable  confederacy  :  a  favour  which  he  after- 
yards  fpoke  of  in  very  high  terms  of  complacency  and 
thankfulnefs..  At  the  fame  time  in  his  intercourfe  with 
:hem  he  treated  Mr.  Pope  in  a  mod  contemptuous 
nanner,  and  as  a  writer  without  genius.  Of  tiie 
;ruth  of  thefe  afiertions  his  Lordfliip  can  have  no  doubt, 
f  he  recolleds  his  ovn  correfpondence  with  Concanen  j 
I  part  of  which  is  ftill  in  being,  and  will  "probably  be 
■emembered  as  long  as  any  of  this  prelate's  writings. 

B.  II.  Ode  XIII.]  In  the  year  ly^i  appeared  3 
/ery  fplendid  edition,  in  quarto,  of"  Memoirespuur 

*  fervir  a  1'  Hiftoire  de  la  Maifon  de  Brandebourg,  a 

*  Berlin  &  a  la  Playe ;"  v,  ith  a  privilege  figned  Fr  ed  e- 
tic  ;  the  fame  being  engraved  in  imitation  of  hand- 
vriting.  In  this  edition,  among  other  extraordinary 
jafiages,  are  the  two  following,  to  which  the  third 
lanza  of  this  ode  more  p:irticularly  refers : 

Page  163.]  "  life  fit  une  migration"  (the  author 
!s  fpeaking  of  what  happened  of  the  revocation  of  the 
jdift  of  Nantes)  "  dont  on  n'avoit  guere  vu  d'exemples 

*  dans  I'hiftorie  :  un  peuple  entier  fortit  du  royaume 
■*  par  I'efprit  de  parti  en  haine  du  paps,  &  pour  rece- 
'*  voir  fous  un  autre  ciel  la  communion  fous  les  deux 
■'  efpecch :  quatre  cens  mille  ames  i'expatrierent  ainfi, 

I  2  &  abftU- 
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**  &  abandonnerent  tous  leur  biens  pour  detonner  dans 
"  d'autres  temples  les  vieux  pfeaumes  de  Clement 
"  Marot." 

Page  242.]  "  La  crainte  donna  le  jour  a  la  credulite, 
"  &  I'amour  propre  interefia  bientot  ie  ciel  au  deflin  des 
*'  hommes/' 
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THE  Nymphs,  w  ho  prefide  over  fprings  and  rivulets, 
are  addrefled  at  day-break,  in  honor  of  their  feveral 
funftions,  and  of  the  relations  which  they  bear  to 
the  natural  and  to  the  moral  world.  Their  origin  is 
deduced  from  the  firft  allegorical  deities,  or  powers 
of  nature  ;  according  to  the  do<fi:rine  of  the  old  my- 
thological poets,  concerning  the  generation  of  the 
gods  and  the  rife  of  things.  They  are  then  fuccef- 
fively  confidered,  as  giving  motion  to  the  air  and  ex- 
citing fummer-breezes ;  as  nourifhing  and  beautify- 
ing the  vegetable  creation  ;  as  contributing  to  the 
fullnefs  of  navigable  rivers,  and  confequently  to  the 
maintenance  of  commerce;  and  by, that  means,  to 
the  maritime  part  of  military  power.  Next  is  repre- 
fented  their  favourable  influence  upon  health,  when 
affiiled  by  rural  exercife  :  which  introduces  their 
connection  with  the  art  of  phyfic,  and  the  happy 
effefts  of  mineral  medicinal  fprings.  Laftly,  they 
1 3.  are 
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are  celebrated  for  the  friendfhip  which  the  Mufes 
bear  them,  and  for  the  true  infpiration  which  tem- 
perance only  can  receive :  in  oppofition  to  the  en- 
thufrafm  of  the  more  licentious  poets. 

O'  E  R  yonder  eafiern  hill  the  twilight  pale 
Walks  forth  from  darknefs ;  and  the  God  of  day. 
With  bright  Aftrsea  feated  by  his  fide. 
Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.     Tarry,   Nymphs, 
Ye  Nymphs,  ye  blue-ey'd  progeny  of  Thames, 
Who  now  the  mazes  of  this  rugged  heath 
Trace  with  your  fleeting  fteps;  who  all  night  long 
Repeat,  amid  the  cool  and  tranquil  air. 
Your  lonely  murmurs,  tarry  :  and  receive 
My  ofFer'd  lay.     To  pay  you  homage  due, 
I  leave  the  gates  of.fleep  ;  nor  fnall  my  lyre 
Too  far  into  the  fplendid  hours  of  morn 
Engage  your  audience :  my  obfervant  hand 
Shall  clofe  the  ftrain  ere  any  fultry  beam 
Approach  you.     To  your  fubterranean  haunts 
Ye  then  may  timely  fteal ;  to  pace  with  care 
The  humid  fands ;  to  loofen  from  the  foil 
The  bubbling  fources  ;  to  direft  the  rills 
To  meet  in  wider  channels ;  or  beneath 
Some  grotto's  dripping  arch,  at  height  of  noon 
To  /lumber,  flieltor'd  from  the  burning  heaven. 

Where  (hall  my  fong  begin,  ye  Nymphs  ?  or  end^ 
Wide  is  your  praife  and  copious — Firft  of  things, 
Firft  of  the  lonely  powers,  ere  Time  arofe. 

Were 
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Were  love  and  Chaos.     Love  the  fire  of  Fate; 
Elder  than  Chaos.     Born  of  Fate  was  Time, 
Who  many  fons  and  many  comely  births 
Devour'd,  relentlefs  father  :  till  the  child 
Of  Rhea  drove  him  from  the  upper  flcy. 
And  quell'd  his  deadly  might.     Then  focial  reign'd. 
The  kindred  pow^ers,  Tethys,  and  reverend  Ops, 
And  fpotJefs  Vefta  ;  whik  fupreme  of  fway 
Remain'd  the  cloud-compeller.     From  the  couch 
Of  Tethys  fprang  the  fedgy  crowned  race. 
Who  from  a  thoufand  urns,  o'er  every  clime. 
Send  tribute  to  their  parent :  and  from  them 
Are  ye,-  O  Naiads :  Arethufa  fair. 
And  tunefiil  Aganippe ;  that  fweet  name, 
Bandufia ;  that  foft  family  which  dwelt 
With  Syrian  Daphne  ;  and  the  honor'd  tribes 
Belov'd  of  Pson,     Liften  to  my  ftrain. 
Daughters  of  Tethys  :  liften  to  your  praife. 

Yon,  Nymphs  the  winged  offspring,  which  of  ola 
Aurora  to  divine  Aftrseiis  bore. 
Owns ;  and  your  aid  befeecheth.     When  the  might 
Of  Hyperion,  from  his  noontide  throne. 
Unbends  their  languid  pinions,  aid  from  you 
They  aflv :  Favonius  and  the  mild  South-weft 
From  you  relief  implore.     Your  fallying  ftrt-ams 
Frefti  vigour  to  their  weary  wings  impart. 
Again  they  fly,  difporting  ;  from  the  mead 
Half  ripen'd  and  the  tender  blades  of  corn. 
To  fAcep  the  noxious  mildew  ;  or  difpel 
Contagious  fleams,  which  oft  the  parched  earth 

1 4  Breatlits 
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T^reathes  on  her  fainting  fons.     From  noon  to  eve,. 
Along  the  river  and  the  paved  brook, 
Afcend  the  cheerful  breezes :  hail'd  of  bards 
Who,  fail  by  learned  Cam,  the  iEolian  lyre 
Solicit;  nor  unwelcome  to  the  youth 
Who  on  the  heights  of  Tibur,  all  inclin'd' 
O'er  rufhing  Anio,  with  a  pious  hand 
The  reverend  fcene  delineates,  broken  fanes. 
Or  tombs,  or  pillar'd  aquedufts,  the  pomp 
Of  ancient  Time  ;  and  haply,  while  he  fcans 
The  ruins,  w'ith  a  filent  tear  revolves 
The  fame  and  fortune  of  imperious  Rome. 

You  too,  O  Nymphs,  and  your  unenvious  aid 
The  rural  powers  confefs ;  and  ftill  prepare 
For  you  their  choiceft  treafures.     Pan  commands^ 
Oft  as  the  Delian  king  with  Sirius  holds 
The  central  heavens,  the  father  of  the  grove 
Commands  his  Dryads  over  your  abodes 
Tt)  fpread  their  deepeft  umbrage.     Well  the  god 
Rememberelh  howindulgent  ye  fupplied 
Y  our  general  dews  to  nurfe  them  in  their  prime. 

Pales,  the  pafture's  queen,  where-e'er  ye  ftray, 
Purfues  your  fteps,  delighted  ;  and  the  path 
W'ith  living  verdure  clothes.     Around  your  haunts 
The  laughing  Chloris,  with  profufeth  hand. 
Throws  wide  her  blooms,  her  odors.     Still  with   yen 
Pomona  feeks  to  dwell :  and  o'er  the  lawns. 
And   o'er  the  vale  of  Richmond,  where  with  Thames 
Ye  love  to  wander,  Amakhea  pours 
Well-pkas'd  the  v/ealth  of  that  Animonian  horn, 

Ker 
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Her  dower ;  unmindful  of  the  fragrant  ifles 
Nyfaean  or  Atlantic.     Nor  canft  thou, 
(Albeit  oft,  ungrateful,  thou  dolt  mock 
The  beverage  of  the  fober  Naiad's  urn, 
O  Bromius,  O  L:nsan)  nor  canlt  thou 
Difovvn  the  powers  whofe  bounty,  ill  repaid, . 
With  nedar  feeds  thy  tendrils.      Yet  from  me. 
Yet,   blamelefs  Nymphs,  from  my  delighted  lyre^  . 
Accept  the  rites  your  bounty  well  may  claim. 
Nor  heed  the  fcoffings  of  the  Edonian  band. 

For  better  praife  awaits  you.     Thames,  your  lire. 
As  down  the  verdant  flope  your  duteous  rills 
Defcend,  the  tribute  ftately  Thames,  receives, . 
Delighted  ;  and  your  piety  applauds ; 
And  bids  his  copious  tide  roll  on  fecure. 
For  faithful  are  his  daughters ;  and  with  words 
Aufpicious  gratulates  the  bark  which,  now 
His  banks  for  faking,  her  adventurous  wings 
Yields  to  the  breeze,  with  Albion's  happy  gifts 
Extremeft  ifles  to  blefs.     And  oft  at  morn. 
When  Hermes,  from  Olympus  bent  o'er  earth 
To  bear  the  words  of  Jove,  on  yonder  hill 
Stoops  lightly-failing  ;  oft  intent  your  fprings 
He  ^iews  :  and  waving  o'er  fome  new^-born  ftream 
Hisblell  pacific  wand,  "  And  yet,"  he  cries, 
"  Yet,"  cries  the  fon  of  Maia,  "  though  reclufe 
"   And  filent  be  your  ftores,  from  you,  fair  Nymphs, 
*'  Flows  wealth  and  kind  fociety  to  men. 
**  By  you  my  funftion  and  rhy  honor'd  name 
*•  Do  I  poffefs;  while  o'er  the  Boetic  vale, 

"  Or 
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*'  Or  through  the  towers  of  Memphis,  or  the  palms 

**  By  facred  Ganges  water'd,  I  conduft 

*'  The  Englifh  merchant :  with  the  buxom  fleece 

*'  Of  fertile  Ariconium  while  I  clothe 

♦*  Sarmatian  kings ;  or  to  the  houlholdgods 

"  Of  Syria,  from  the  bleak  Cornubian  Ihore, 

*'  Difpenfe  the  mineral  treafure  wTiich  of  old 

'"  Sidonian  pilots  fought,  when  this  fair  land 

*'  Was  yet  unconfcious  of  thofe  generous  arts 

*'  Which  wife  Phcsnicia  from  their  native  clime 

"  Tranfplanted  to  a  more  indulgent  heaven." 

Such  are  the  words  of  Hermes  :  fuch  the  praife, 
O  Naiads,  which  from  tongues  cceleftial  waits 
Your  bounteous  deeds.     From  bounty  iiTueth  power; 
And  thofe  who,  feJulous  in  prudent  works. 
Relieve  the  wants  of  nature,  Jove  repays 
With  noble  wealth,  and  his  own  feat  on  earth. 
Fit  judgments  to  pronounce,  and  curb  the  might 
Of  wicked  men.     Your  kind  unfailing  urns 
Not  vainly  to  the  hofpirable  arts 
Of  Hermes  yield  their  ftore.     For,  O  ye  Nymphs, 
Hath  he  not  won  the  unconquerable  queen 
-Of  arms  to  court  your  friendfhip  ?  You  flie  owns 
The  fair  affociates  who  extend  her  fway 
Wide  o'er  the  mighty  deep  ;  and  grateful  things 
Of  you  fhe  uttereth,  oft  as  from  the  fliore 
Of  Thames,  or  Medway's  vale,  or  the  green  banks 
Of  Veda,  fhe  her  thundering  navy  leads 
To  Calpe's- foaming  channel,  or  the  rough 
Cantabrian  furge  ;  her  aufpices  divine 

Imparting 
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Imparting  to  the  fenate  and  the  prince 
Of  Albion,  to  difinay  barbaric  kings. 
The  Iberian,  or  the  Celt.     The  pride  of  kino^ 
Was  ever  fcorn'd  by  Pallas  :  and  of  old 
Rejoic'd  the  virgin,  from  the  brazen  prow 
Of  Athens  o'er  j3?-gina's  gloomy  furge. 
To  drive  her  clouds  and  ftorms;  o'erv^'helming  all 
Tiie  Perfian's  promis'd  -glory,  when  the  realms 
Of  Indus  and  the  foft  Ionian  clime. 
When  Libya's  torrid  champain  and  the  rocks 
Of  cold  Imalis  joln'd  their  fervile  bands. 
To  fweep  the  fons  of  liberty  from  earth. 
In  vain :  Minerva  on  the  bounding  prow 
Of  Athens  flood,  and  with  the  thunder's  voice 
Denounc'd  her  terrors  on  their  impious  heads. 
And  fhook  her  burning  aegis.     Xerxes  faw  : 
From  Heracleum,  on  the  mountain's  height 
Thron'd  in  his  golden  car,  he  knew  the  fign 
Coeleftial ;  felt  unrighteous  hope  forfake 
His  faultering  heart,  and  turn'd  his  face  with  fiiame* 

Hail,  ye  who  fhare  theftern  Minerva's  power; 
Who  arm  the  hand  of  liberty  for  war  : 
And  give  to  the  renown'd  Britannic  name 
To  awe  contending  monarchs :  yet  benign. 
Yet  mild  of  nature  :  to  the  v/orks  of  peace 
More  prone,  and  lenient  of  the  many  ills 
Which  v/ait  on  human  life.     Your  gentle  aid 
Hygeia  well  can  witnefs  ;  (he  who  faves. 
From  poifonous  cates  and  cups  of  pleafmg  bane. 
The  wretch  devoted  to  the  intangling  fnares 

Of 
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Of  Bacchus  and  of  Comus.     Him  fhe  leads 

To  Cynthia's  lonely  haunts.     To  fpread  the  toils,  = 

To  beat  the  coverts,  with  the  jovial  horn 

At  dawn  of  day  to  fummon  the  loud  hounds. 

She  calls  the  lingering  fluggard  from  his  dreams : 

And  where  his  breaft  may  drink  the  mountain  breeze,.. 

And  where  the  fervor  of  the  funny  vale 

May  beat  upon  his  brow,  through  devious  paths 

Beckons  his  rapid  courfer.     Nor  when  eafe. 

Cool  eafe  and  welcome  (lumbers  have  becalm'd 

His  eager  bofora,  does  the  queen  of  health 

Her  pleafing  care  withliold.     His  decent  board 

She  guards,  prefiding;  and  the  frugal  powers 

With  joy  fedate  leads  in  :  and  while  the  brown 

Ennsan  dame  with  Pan  prefents  her  Itores  j 

While  changing  ftill,  and  comely  in  the  change, 

Vertumnus  and  the  Hours  before  him  fpread 

The  garden's  banquet ;  you  to  crown  his  feaft,  . 

To  crov/n  his  feaft,  O  Naiads,  you  the  fair 

Hygeia  calls :  and  from  your  fhelving  feats. 

And  groves  of  poplar,  plenteous  cups  ye  bring. 

To  flake  his  veins :  till  foon  a  purer  tide 

Flows  down  thofe  loaded  channels ;  wafheth  off- 

The  dregs  of  luxury,  the  lurking  feeds 

Of  crude  difeafe;  and  through  the  abodes  of  life 

Sends  vigour,  fends  repofe.     Hail,  Naiads  :  hail. 

Who  give,  to  labour,  health  ;  to  {looping  age. 

The  joys  which  youth  had  fquander'd.     Oft  your  urns 

Will  I  invoke ;  and,  frequent  in  your  praife, 

Abafli  the  frantic  Thyrfus  with  my  fong. 

Fo» 
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For  not  eftrang'd  from  you  benignant  arts 

Is  he,  the  god,  to  whofe  myiLerious  flirine 

My  youth  was  facred,  and  my  votive  cares 

Eeloig;  the  learned  Pa;on.     Oft  when  all 

His  cordial  treafures  he  hath  fearcli'd  in  vain  ; 

When  herbs,  and  potent  trees,  and  drops  of  balm 

Rich  with  the  genial  influence  of  the  fun, 

(To  roufe  dark  fanc}'  from  her  plaintive  dreams. 

To  brace  the  nervelefs  arm,  v.  ith  food  to  win 

Sick  appetite,  ox  hulh  the  unquiet  breaft 

Which  pines  with  filent  paffion)  he  in  vain 

Hath  prov'd ;  to  your  deep  raanfions  he  defcends. 

Your  gates  of  humid  rock,  your  dim  arcades. 

He  entereth ;  where  impurpled  veins  of  ore 

Gleam  on  the  roof;  where  through  the  rigid  mine 

Your  trickling  rills  infinuate.     There  the  god 

From  your  indulgent  hands  the  fireaming  bowl 

Wafts  to  his  pnle-ey'd  fuppliants ;  wafts  the  feeds 

Metallic,  and  the  elemental  falts 

Wafh'd  from  the  pregnant  glebe.  They  drink  :  andfoon 

Flies  pain;  flies  inaufpicious  care  :  and  foon 

The  fecial  haunt  or  unfrequented  Ihade 

Hears  lo,  io  Paean  ;  as  of  old,    " 

"V^Tien  Python  fell.     And,  O  propitious  Nymphs, 

■Oft  as  for  helplefs  mortals'  I  implore 

Your  falutary  fprings,  through  every  urn 

Oh  filed  your  healing  treafures.     With  the  firft 

Andfineft  breath,  which  from  the  genial  ftrife 

Of  jnineral  fermentation  fprings,  like  light 

C'ear 
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O'er  the  frefh  morning's  vapours,  luftrate  then 
The  fountain,  and  inform  the  riling  wave. 

My  lyre  fliall  pay  your  bounty.     Scorn  not  ye 
That  humble  tribute.     Though  a  mortal  hand 
Excite  the  firings  to  utterance,  yet  for  themes 
Not  unregarded  of  cceleftial  powers, 
I  frame  their  language  y  and  the  Mufes  deign. 
To  guide  the  pious  tenor  of  my  lay. 
The  Mufes  (facred  by  their  gifts  divine) 
In  early  days  did  not  my  wondering  fenfe 
Their  fecrets  oft  reveal :  oft  my  rais'd  ear 
In  flumber  felt  their  mufic  :  oft  at  noon 
Or  hour  of  funfet,  by  fome  lonely  ftream. 
In  field  or  fnady  grove,  they  taught  me  v/ords 
Of  power  from  death  and  envy  to  preferve 
The  good  man's  name.  Whence  yet  with  grateful  mind,. 
And  offerings  unprofan'd  by  ruder  eye. 
My  vows  I  fend,  my  homage,  to  the  feats 
Of  rocky  Cirrha,  where  with  you  they  dwell : 
Where  you  their  chafte  companions  they  admit 
Through  all  the  hallow'd  fcene  :  where  oft  intent,. 
And  leaning  o'er  Cailalia's  mofiy  verge. 
They  mark  the  cadence  of  your  confluent  urns-,, 
How  tuneful,  yielding  gratefullefl  repofe 
To  their  conforted  meafure  :  till  again. 
With  emulation  ail  the  founding  choir. 
And  bright  Apollo,  leader  of  the  fong 
Their  voices  through  the  liquid  air  exalt,, 
And  fweep  their  lofty  firings  :  thofe  powerful  ftring* 

That 
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That  charm  the  mind  of  gods  :  that  fill  the  courts 
Of  wide  OU'mpiis  with  oblivion  fwcct 
Of  evils,  with  immortal  reft  from  cares  : 
Afluage  the  terrors  of  the  throne  of  Jove  ; 
And  quench  the  formidable  thunderbolt 
Of  unrelenting  fire..    With  llacken'd  wings 
V/hile  now  the  fulemn  concert  breathes  around,. 
Incumbent  o'er  the  fceptre  of  his  lord 
Sleeps  the  ftern  eagle;  by  the  number'd  notes, 
Poffefs'd  ;  and  fatiate  with  the  melting  tone  : 
Sovereign  of  birds.     The  furious  god  of  war. 
His  darts  forgetting,  and  the  winged  wheels 
That  bear  him  vengeful  o'er  the  embattled  plain>. 
Relents,  and  fooths  his  own  fierce  heart  to  eafe, 
Moft  welcome  eafe.     The  fire  of  gods  and  men,, 
Jn  that  great  moment  of  divine  delight. 
Looks  down  on  all  that  live  ;  and  whatfoe'er 
He  loves  not,  o'er  the  peopled  earth  and  o'er  ' 
The  interminated  ocean,  he  beholds 
Curs'd  with  abhorrence  by  his  doom  feverc. 
And  troubled  at  the  founds     Ye,  Naiads,  ye 
With  raviOi'd  ears  the  melody  attend 
Worthy  of  facred  filence.     But  the  flaves 
Of  Bacchus  v/ith  tempeftuous  clamours  ftrive 
To  drown  the  heavenly  ftrains  ;  of  higheft  Jove 
Irreverent,  and  by  mad  prefumpticn  fir'd 
Their  own  difcordant  raptures  to  advance 
With  hollile  emulation.     Dovv^n  they  rufli 
From  Nyfa's  vine-irapurpled  cliff,  the  dames 

Oi 
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O  Thrace,  the  Satyrs,  and  the  unruly  Fatins, 
V/ith  old  Silenus,  reeling  through  the  crowd 
Which  gambols  round  him,  in  convulfions  wild 
Toffing  their  iimbs,  and  brandidiing  in  air 
The  ivy-mantled  thyrfus,  or  the  torch 
Through  bkck  fmoke  flaming,  to  the  Phrygian  pipe's 
Shrill  voice,  and  to  the  clafhing  cymbals,  mix'd 
With  flnrieks  and  frantic  uproar.     May  the  gods 
From  every  unpolluted  ear  avert 
Their  orgies  !  If  within  the  feats  of  men. 
Within  the  walls,  the  gates,  where  Pallas  holds 
The  guardian  key,  if  haply  there  be  found 
W'ho  leves  to  mingle  with  the  revel-band 
And  hearken  to  their  accents ;  who  afpires 
From  fuch  inftrudors  to  inform  his  breaft 
With  verfe  ;  let  him,  fit  votarift,  implore 
Their  infpiration.     He  perchance  the  gifts 
Of  young  Lyasus,  and  the  dread  exploits. 
May  fmg  in  apteil  numbers :  he  the  fate 
Of  fober  Pentheus,  he  the  Paphian  rites. 
And  naked  Mars  with  Cytherea  chain'd. 
And  ftrong  Alcides  in  the  fpinfter's  robes. 
May  celebrate,  applauded.     But  with  you, 
O  Naiads,  far  from  that  unhallow'd  rout, 
Muft  dwell  the  man  whoe'er  to  praifed  themes 
Invokes  the  immortal  Mufe.     The  immortal  Mufe 
To  your  calm  habitations,  to  the  cave 
"Corycian  or  the  Delphic  mount,  will  guide 
His'footlleps ;  and  with  your  unfullied  ftreams 
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His  lips  will  bathe  :  whether  the  eternal  lore 
Of  Themis,  or  the  majefty  of  Jove, 
To  mortals  he  reveal ;  or  teach  his  lyre 
The  unenvied  guerdon  of  the  patriot's  toils. 
In  thofe  unfading  iflands  of  the  blefs'd. 
Where  facred  Bards  abide.     Hail,  honor'd  Nymphs  ; 
Thrice  hail.     For  you  the  Cyrenaic  (hell 
Behold,  I  touch,  revering.     To  my  fongs 
Be  prefent  ye  with  favorable  feet. 
And  all  profaner  audience  far  remove. 
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Page  301. 1.  I.        —  Zo 


Elder  than  Chaos. ~\  Hefiod,  in  his 
Theogony,  gives  a  different  account,  and  makes  Chaos 
the  eldefi  of  beings  ;  though  he  affigns  to  Love  neither 
father  nor  fuperior  :  which  circumftance  is  particu- 
larly mentioned  by  Phadrus,  in  Plato's  Banquet,  as 
being  obfervable  not  only  in  Hefiod,  but  in  all  other 
writers  both  of  verfe  and  profe  :  and  on  the  fame  oc- 
cafion  he  cites  a  line  from  Parmenides,  in  which  Love 
is  exprefsly  ftiled  the  eldeft  of  all  the  gods.  Yet  Ari- 
ftophanes,  in  The  Birds,  affirms,  that  "  Chaos,  and 
*♦  Night,  and  Erebus,  and  Tartarus,  were  firfl ;  and 
"  that  Love  was  produced  from  an  egg,  which  the 
*'  fable-winged  night  depofited  in  the  immenfe  bofom 
•'  of  Erebus."  But  it  mufl  be  obferved,  that  the  Love 
deligned  by  this  comic  poet  was  always  diftinguifhed 
from  the  other,  from  that  original  and  felf-exiflent  being 
the  TO  ON  or  AFAGON  of  Plato,  and  meant  only  the 
iiHMIOYProi  or  fecond  perfon  of  the  old  Grecian 
trinity ;  to  whom  is  infcribed  an  hyoui  among  thofe 

which 


NOTES    O  N  T  H  E    H  Y  M  N,  &c.    i^i 

wbich  pafs  under  the  name  of  Orpheus,  where  he  is  cal- 
led Protdo^onos,  or  the  firft-begotten,  is  faid  to  have  been 
born  of  an  egg,  and  is  reprefented  as  the  principal  or 
origin  of  all  thefe  external  appearances  of  nature.  In 
the  frao^ments  of  Orpheus,  coUefted  by  Henry  Stephens, 
he  is  named  Phanes,  the  difcoverer  or  difclofer  ;  who 
unfolded  the  ideas  of  the  fupreme  intelligence,  and  ex- 
pofed  them  to  the  perception  of  inferior  beings  in  this 
vifible  frame  of  the  world  ;  as  Macrobius,  and  Proclus, 
and  Athenagoras,  all  agree  to  interpret  the  feveral  paf» 
iages  of  Orpheus,  which  they  have  preferved. 

But  the  Love  defigned  in  our  text,  is  the  one  felf- 
exiftentand  infinite  mind,  whom  if  the  generality  of  an- 
cient mythologifts  have  not  introduced  or  truly  de- 
fcribed  in  accounting  for  the  production  of  the  world 
and  its  appearances ;  yet,  to  a  modern  poet,  it  can  be 
no  objeftion  that  he  hath  ventured  to  differ  from_  them 
in  this  particular  ;  though,  in  other  refpecls,  he  pro- 
fefleth  to  imitate  their  manner  and  conform  to  their 
opinions.  For,  in  thefe  great  points  of  natural  theo- 
logy, they  differ  no  lefs  remarkably  among  themfelves ; 
and  are  perpetually  confounding  the  philofophical  re- 
lations of  things  with  the  traditionary  circumitancea 
of  mythic  hiftory  :  upon  which  very  account,  Calli-, 
machus,  in  his  hymn  to  Jupiter,  declareth  his  diffent 
from  them  concerning  even  an  article  of  the  national 
creed  ;  adding,  that  the  ancient  bards  were  by  no 
means  to  be  depended  on.  And  yet  in  the  exordium 
of  the  old  Argonautic  poem,  afcribed  to  Orpheus,  it 
is  faid,  that  "  Love,  whom  mortals  in  latter  times  call 
K  z  •*  Phanes, 
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*'  Phanes,  was  the  father  of  the  eiemally  begotten 
*'  Night ;"  who  is  generally  reprefented  by  thefj  my- 
thological poets,  as  being  herfelf  the  parent  of  all 
things ;  and  who,  in  the  Indigitamenta,  or  Orphic 
Hymns,  is  faid  to  be  the  fame  with  Cypris,  or  hovQ 
itfelf.  Moreover,  in  the  body  of  this  Argonautic 
poem,  where  the  perfonated  Orpheus  introduceth  him- 
felf  fmging  to  his  lyre  in  reply  to  Chiron,  he  cele- 
brateth  "  the  obfcure  memory  of  Chaos,  and  the  na- 
"  tures  which  it  contained  within  itfelf  in  a  ftate  of 
**  perpetual  viciffitude ;  how  the  heaven  had  its  boun- 
"  dary  determined  ;  the  generation  of  the  earth ;  the 
*'  depth  of  the  ocean  ;  and  alfo  the  fapient  Love,  the 
*'  moft  ancient,  the  felf-fufficient ;  with  all  the  beings 
"  which  he  produced  when  he  feparated  one  thing 
"  from  another."  Which  noble  paflage  is  more  di- 
Te&.ly  to  Ariftotle's  purpofe  in  the  firft  book  of  his  meta- 
phyfics  than  any  of  thofe  which  he  has  there  quoted,  to 
fhew  that  the  ancient  poets  and  mythologifts  agreed 
with  Empedocles,  Anaxagoras,  and  the  other  more  fober 
philofophers,  in  that  natural  anticipation  and  common 
Tiotion  of  mankind  concerning  the  neceffity  of  mind 
and  reafon  to  account  for  the  connexion,  motion,  and 
good  order  of  the  world.  For,  though  neither  this 
poem,  nor  the  hymns  which  pafs  under  the  fame  name, 
are,  it  Ihould  feem,  the  work  of  the  real  Orpheus ; 
yet  beyond  all  queftion  they  are  very  ancient.  The 
hymns,  more  particularly,  are  allowed  to  be  older  than 
the  invafion  of  Greece  by  Xerxes  ;  and  were  probably 
a  fet  of  public  and  folemn  forms  of  devotion  :  as  ap- 
pears 
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pears  by  a  pafiage  in  one  of  them,  which  Demofthenes 
hath  almoft  h'terally  cited  in  his  firft  oration  againft 
Ariilogiton,  as  the  faying  of  Orpheus,  the  founder 
of  their  moft  holy  myfteries.  On  this  account,  they 
are  of  higher  authority  than  any  other  mythological 
work  now  extant,  the  Theogony  of  Hefiod  himfelf  not 
excepted.  The  poetry  of  them  is  often  extremely  no- 
ble ;  and  the  myfterious  air  which  prevails  in  them, 
together  with  its  delightful  impreffion  upon  the  mind 
cannot  be  better  exprefTed  than  in  that  remarkable  de- 
fcription  with  which  they  infpired  the  German  editor 
Efchenbach,  when  he  accidentally  met  with  them  at 
Leipfic  :  "  Thefaurum  me  reperiffe  credidi,"  fays  he, 
*'  &  profefto  thefaurum  reperi.  Incredibile  diftu  quo 
*'  me  facro  horrore  afflaverint  indigitamenta  ifta  deo- 
"  rum :  nam  et  tempus  ad  illorum  leftionem  eligere 
"  cogebar,  quod  vel  folum  horrorem  incutere  animo 
"  poteft,  nofturnum  ;  cum  enim  totam  diem  confum- 
*'  ferim  in  contemplando  urbis  fplendore,  &  in  adeun- 
"  dis,  quibus  fcatet  urbs  ilia,  viris  dodis ;  fola  nox 
"  reftabat,  quam  Orpheo  confecrare  potui.  In  abyf- 
"  fum  quendam  myfteriorum  venerandse  antiquitatis 
•'  defcendere  videbar,  quotiefcunque  filente  niundo, 
"  foils  vigilantibus  aftris  et  luna  /y.=A«n5^«TS£  iftos 
"  hymnos  ad  manus  fumfi." 

1.   I.  Chaos.']     The  unformed,  undigeiled   mafs  of 
Mofes  and  Plato  :  which  Milton  calls 

"  The  womb  of  nature." 

1.   I.  Love,  theJireofFate.]      Fate  is  the  univerfal 

fyftem  of  natural  caufes ;  the  work  of  the  Omnipotent 

K3  Mind, 
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Mind,  cr  of  Love  ;  fo  Minucius  Felix  :  *'  Quid  aliud 
*'  eft  fatum,  quam  quod  de  unoquoque  noftrum  deus 
"  fatus  eft."  So  alio  Cicero,  in  The  Firft  Book 
on  Divination  :  "  Fatum  autem  id  appello,  quod  Gra:ci 
"  EIPMAPMENHN ;  id  eft,  ordinem  feriemque  caufa- 
*'  rum,  cum  caufa  caufasnexa  rem  ex  fe  gignat — ex  quo 
"  intelligitur,  ut  fatum  fit  non  id  quod  fuperftitiofe, 
*'  fed  id  quod  phyfice  dicitur  caufa  sterna  rerum." 
To  the  fame  purpofe  is  the  doflrine  of  Hierocles,  in 
that  excellent  fragment  concerning  Providence  and 
Deftiny.  As  to  the  three  Fates,  or  Deftinies  of  the 
poets,  they  reprefented  that  part  of  the  general  fyftem 
of  natural  caufes  which  relates  to  man,  and  to  other 
mortal  beings  :  for  fo  we  are  told  in  the  hymn  addref- 
fed  to  them  among  the  Orphic  Indigitamenta,  where 
they  are  called  the  daughters  of  Night  (or  Love)  and, 
contrary  to  the  vulgar  notion,  are  diftinguifhed  by  the 
epithets  of  gentle,  and  tender-hearted.  According  to 
Hefiod.  Theog.  ver.  904,  they  were  the  daughters  of 
Jupiter  and  Themis;  but  in  the  Orphic  Hymn  to  Venus, 
or  Love,  that  Goddefs  is  direftly  ftiled  the  mother  of 
Neceflity,  and  is  reprefented,  immediately  after,  as 
governing  the  three  Deftinies,  and  conducing  the 
whole  fyftem  of  natural  caufes. 

1.  2.  Born  of  Fate  nvas  Time]  Cronos,  Saturn,  or 
Time,  was,  according  to  Apollodorus,  the  fon  of  Coe- 
lum  and  Tellus.  But  the  author  of  the  hymns  gives 
it  quite  undifguifed  by  mythological  language,  and 
calls  him  plainly  the  offspring  of  the  earth  and  the 
ftarry  heaven;  that  is,  of  Fate,  as  explained  in  the 
preceeding  note. 

1.3. 
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•  1.  3.  TVho  via77y  fous  de^cour  d.'\  The  known  fable 
of  Saturn  devouring  his  children  was  certainly  meant 
to  imply  the  diflblution  of  natural  bodies ;  which  are 
produced  and  deftroyed  by  Time. 

1.  4,  5.  The  child  of  Rhi'a.'\  Jupiter,  fo  called  by 
Pindar. 

1.  5".  Dro^ve  him  from  the  upper  fky.'\  That  Jupiter 
dethroned  his  father  Saturn,  is  recorded  by  all  the  my- 
thologifts.  Phurnutus,  or  Cornutus,  the  author  of 
a  little  Greek  treatife  on  the  nature  of  the  gods,  in- 
forms us,  that  by  Jupiter  was  meant  the  vegetable  foul 
of  the  world,  which  reft  rained  and  prevented  thofe 
uncertain  alterations  which  Saturn,  or  Time,  ufed 
formerly  to  caufe  in  the  mundane  fyftem. 

1.  6.  Then  facial  reign'' d^^  Our  mythology  here 
fuppofeth,  that  before  the  eftablifliment  of  the  vital, 
vegetative,  plaftic  nature  (  reprefented  by  Jupiter)  the 
four  elements  were  in  a  variable  and  unfettled  condi- 
tion ;  but  afterwards,  well-difpofed  and  at  peace 
among  themfelves.  Tethys  was  the  wife  of  the 
Ocean;  Ops,  or  Rhea,  the  Earth;  Vefta,  the  eldeft 
daughter  of  Saturn,  Fire;  and  the  cloud-compeller, 
or  Zeu?  vstpeXnyepirrs,  the  Air :  though  he  alfo  repre- 
fented the  plaftic  principle  of  nature,  as  may  be  feen  in 
the  Orphic  hymn  infcribed  to  him. 

1.  ID.  The  fedgv-croTUucd  race.]  The  river-gods; 
who,  according  to  Hefiod's  Theogony,  were  the  fons 
of  Oceanus  and  Tethys. 

1.  12,    13.  From  them,  are  ye,  O  Naiads. 1     The  de- 

fcent  of  the  Naiads  is  lefs  certain  tlian  moft  points  of 

K4.  the 
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the  Greek  mythology.  Homer  Odyff.  xiii.  xsp»  A»oj. 
Virgil,  in  the  eigth  book  of  the  ^neid,  fpeaks  as  if 
the  Nymphs,  or  Naiads,  were  the  parents  of  the  rivers : 
but  in  this  he  contradifts  the  teftimony  of  Hefiod,  and 
evidently  departs  from  the  orthodox  fyftem,  which  re- 
prefenteth  feveral  nymphs  as  retaining  to  every  lingle 
river.  On  the  other  hand,  Calimachus,  who  was 
very  learned  in  all  the  fchool-divinity  of  thofe  times, 
in  his  hymn  to  Delos,  maketh  Penus,  the  great 
Theflalian  river-god,  the  father  of  his  nymphs :  and 
Ovid,  in  the  fourteenth  book  of  his  Metamorphofes, 
mentions  the  Naiads  of  Latium  as  the  immediate  daugh- 
ters of  the  neighbouring  river-gods.  Accordingly,  the 
Naiads  of  particular  rivers  are  occafionally,  both  by 

Ovid  and   Statius,  called  by  a  patronymic,  from  the 

name  of  the  river  to  which  they  belong. 

1.  1 6.  Syrian  Daphne.']     The  grove  of  Daphne  in 

Syria,   near  Antioch,    was  famous  for  its  delightful 

fountains. 

1.  i6,   17.     The  trihes  belcv'd  by    P^son.]     Mineral 

and  medicinal  fprings.     Paeon   was   the  phyfician  of 

the  gods. 

1.  19.     The  nvinged  offspring.]     The  Winds;  who, 

according  to  Hefiod  and  Apollodorus,  were  the  fons 

of  Aftrsus  and  Aurora. 

1.  22.  Hyperion.]   A  fon  of  Ccelum  and  Tellus,   and 

father  of  the  Sun,  who  is  thence   called,  by  Pindar, 

Hyperionides.     But  Hyperion  is  put  by  Homer  in  the 

fame  manner  as  here,  for  the  Sun  himfelft 

I.  2^. 
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1.  25  Tour  falljifig  Jireams,.']  The  ftate  of  the  at- 
mofphere  with  refped  to  reft  and  motion  is,  in  fevetal 
ways,  afFefted  by  rivers  and  running  ftreams ;  and  that 
more  efpecially  in  hot  fcafons :  firft,  they  deltroy  its 
equilibrium,  by  cooling  thofe  parts  of  it  with  which 
they  are  in  contaft ;  and  fecondly,  they  communicate 
their  own  motion :  and  the  air  which  is  thus  moved 
by  them,  being  left  heated,  is  of  confequence  more 
elaftic  than  other  parts  of  the  atmofphere,  and  there- 
fore fitter  to  preferve  and  to  propagate  that  motion. 

P.  302.  I.  16.  Deliajt  king.'\  One  of  the  epithets  of 
Apollo,  or  the  Sun,  in  the  Orphic  hymn  infcribed  to 
him. 

1.  25.  Chloris.l^    The  ancient  Greek  name  for  Flora. 

1.  29.  Amalthea.'\  The  mother  of  the  firft  Eacchus, 
vvhofe  birth  and  education  was  written,  as  Diodorus 
Siculus  informs  us,  in  the  old  Pelafgic  character,  by 
Thymoetes,  grandfon  to  Laomedon,  and  contemporary 
with  Orpheus.  Thymoetes  had  travelled  over  Libya 
to  the  country  which  borders  on  the  weftern  ocean ; 
there  he  faw  the  ifland  of  Nyfa,  and  learned  from  the 
inhabitants,  that  "  Ammon,  king  of  Libya,  was  mar- 
"  ried  in  former  ages  to  Rhea,  fifter  of  Saturn  and 
"  the  Titans :  that  he  afterwards  fell  in  love  with  a 
"  beautiful  virgin,  whofe  name  was  Amalthea  ;  had 
"  by  her  a  fon,  and  gave  her  pofieffion  of  a  neighbour- 
"  Ing  traifi:  of  land,  wonderfully  fertile  ;  which  in 
"  Ihape  nearly  refembling  the  horn  of  an  ox,    was 

"  thence 
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*'  thence  called  the  Hefperian  horn  and  afterwards 
*'  the  horn  of  Amalthea :  that,  fearing  the  jea- 
**  loufy  of  Rhea,  he  concealed  the  young  Bacchus, 
"  with  his  mother,  in  the  ifland  of  Nyfa;"  the  beauty 
of  which,  Diodorus  defcribes  with  great  dignity  and 
pomp  of  ftyle.  This  fable  is  one  of  the  nobleft  in  all 
the  ancient  mythology,  and  feems  to  have  made 
a  particular  impreffion  on  the  imagination  of  Milton ; 
the  only  modern  poet  (unlefs  perhaps  it  be  necefl'ary 
to  except  Spenfer)  who,  in  thefe  myfterious  traditions 
cf  the  poetic  ftory,  had  a  heart  to  feel,  and  words  to 
exprefs,  the  fimple  and  folitary  genius  of  antiquity. 
To  raife  the  idea  of  his  Paradife,  he  prefers  it  even  to 

"  that  Nyfean  ifle 

*'  Girt  by  the  river  Triton,  where  old  Cham, 
*'  (Whom  Gentiles  Ammon  call,  and  Libyan  Jove) 
"  Hid  Amalthea,  and  her  florid  fon, 
**  Young  Bacchus,  from  hisftepdame  Rhea's  eye." 
P.  303.1.  10.  Edonian  band.~\     The    priefteffes  and 
other  minifters  of  Bacchus;  fo  called  from  Edonus,  a 
mountain  of  Thrace,  vrhere  his  rites  were  celebrated. 

1.  21.  Whe7i  Hermes.']  Hermes,  or  Mercurj-,  was 
the  patron  of  commerce ;  in  v.-hich  benevolent  cha- 
racter he  is  addrefled  by  the  author  of  the  Indigitamenta, 
in  thefe  beautiful  lines  : 

P.  304.  1.  7.  Difpe?:Je  the  mineral  treafure.'\  The 
|nei  chants  of  Sidon  and  Tyre  made  frequent  voyage* 

to 
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to  the  coaft  of  Cornwall,  from  whence  they  carried 
home  great  quantities  of  tin. 

P.  504.  I.  22.  Hi7//j  he  t.'ot  ai/W/.]  Mercury,  the  patrca 
of  commerce,  being  fo  greatly  dependent  on  the  good  of- 
fices of  the  Naiads,  in  return  obtains  for  them  the 
friendfhip  of  Minerva,  the  goddefs  of  war ;  for  mili- 
tary power,  at  lead  the  na\  al  part  of  it,  hath  con- 
ftantly  followed  the  eftablifliment  of  trade ;  which  ex- 
emplifies  the  preceding  obfervation,  that  "  froni 
*'  bounty  ilTueth  power." 

P.  29,  30.  Caipe  —  Cantahrian  fiirge.'\  Gibraltar 
and  the  bay  of  Bifcay. 

P.  305.  1.  6.  JEgina  s gloomy  furge.'\  Near  this  ifland, 
the  Athenians  obtained  the  viftory  of  Salamis,  over 
the  Perfian  navy. 

1.  16.  Xerxes  Ja~M.^  This  circumftance  is  recorded 
in  that  pafTage,  perhaps  the  moft  fplendid  among  all 
the  remains  of  ancient  hiftory,  where  Plutarch,  in  his 
•'  Life  of  Themiftocles,"  defcribes  the  fea-fights  of 
Artemifium  and  Salamis. 

P.  306.  1.  30,  Thjrfiis.'\  A  ftaff,  orfpear,  wreath- 
ed round  with  ivy  ;  of  conftant  ufe  in  the  bacchanalian 
myfteries. 

P.  307.  I.  23.  IoP/Ta77.'\  An  exclamation  of  vic- 
tory and  triumph,  derived  from  Apollo's  encounter 
with  Python. 

P.  308.  1.    ig.    Cirrha.'\     One  of  the  fummits   or 

Parnaffus,  and  facred  to  Apollo.     Near  it  v,rere  feveral 

fountains,  faid  to  be  frequented  by  the  Mufes.     Nyfa, 

I  the 
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the  other  eminence  of  the  fame  mountain,  was  dedi- 
cated to  Bacchus. 

P,  3091  I.  !•  Charm  the  mhid  of  gods. '\  This  whole 
paffage,  concerning  the  effetfts  of  facred  mufic  among 
the  gods,  is  taken  from  Pindar's  firft  Pythian  ode. 

P.  310.  1.  6.  Phrjgimi  pipe's. '\  The  Phrygian  mu- 
fic was  fantaftic  and  turbulent,  and  fit  to  excite  dif- 
orderly  paffions. 

1.  II,    12.   ^r  he  gates  'where  Pallas  holds 

The  guardian  h.e\.'\  It  v.as  the  office  of 
Minerva  to  be  the  guardian  of  walled  cities;  whence 
Ihe  was  named  IIOAIAS  and  nOAIOYXOS,  and  had 
her  ftatues  placed  in  their  gates,  being  fuppofed  to  keep 
the  keys  ;  and  on  that  account  ftiled  KAHAOYXOS. 

1.  19,  20.  Fate  of  fober  Pefitheus.']  Pentheus  was 
torn  in  pieces  by  the  bacchanalian  priefts  and  women, 
for  defpifing  their  myfteries. 

1.  27,  28.  The  caue  Ccrjcian.^  Of  this  cave 
Paufanias,  in  his  Tenth  Book,  gives  the  following 
defcription :  "  Between  Delphi  and  the  eminences  of 
•'  Parnaffus,  in  a  road  to  the  grotto  of  Corycium, 
*'  which  has  its  name  from  the  nymph  Corycia,  and  is 
*•  by  far  the  moft  remarkable  which  I  have  feen.  One 
"  may  walk  a  great  way  into  it  v/ithout  a  torch.  It  is 
"  of  a  confiderable  height  and  hath  feveral  fprings 
•'  within  it  i  and- yet  a  much  greater  quantity  of  water 
**  diftills  from  the  Ihell  and  roof,  (o  as  to  be  continu- 
"  ally  dropping  on  the  ground.  The  people  round 
'•  Parnaffus  hold  it  facred  to  the  Coryciau  nymphs  and 
</  to  Pan." 

1.  28. 
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I.  28.  Delphic  7notmt.'\  Delphi,  the  feat  ar.d  oracle  of 
Apollo,  had  a  mountanious  and  rocky  fituation,  on 
the  (kirts  of  Parnaffus. 

P.  3 1 1 .  1.  7.  Cyrena'ic.']  Cyrene  was  the  native  country 
of  Callimachus,  whofe  hymns  are  the  moft  remarkable 
example  of  that  mythological  paflion  which  is  affumed 
in  the  preceding  poem,  and  have  always  afforded  par- 
ticular pleafure  to  the  author  of  it,  by  reafon  of  the 
myfterious  folemnity  with  which  they  affeft  the  mind. 
On  this  account  he  was  induced  to  attempt  fomewhat 
in  the  fame  manner ;  folely  by  way  of  exercife  :  the 
manner  itfelf  being  now  almoft  intirely  abandoned  in 
poetry.  And  as  the  meer  genealogy,  or  the  perfonal 
adventures  of  heathen  gods,  could  have  been  but  little 
interefting  to  a  modern  reader  ;  it  was  therefore  thought 
proper  to  feleft  fome  convenient  part  of  the  hiilory  of 
nature,  and  to  employ  thefe  ancient  divinities  as  it  is 
probable  they  were  firft  employed  ;  to  wit,  in  perfoni- 
fying  natural  caufes,  and  in  reprefenting  the  mutual 
agreement  or  oppofition  of  the  corporeal  and  moral 
powers  of  the  world  :  which  hath  been  accounted  the 
very  higheft  office  of  poetry. 
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INSCRIPTIONS, 

I. 

FOR    A     GROTTO. 

TO  me,  whom  in  their  lays  the  fliepherds  call 
Aftsa,  daughter  of  the  neighbouring  ftream. 
This  cave  belongs.     The  fig-tree  and  the  vine. 
Which  o'er  the  rocky  entrance  downward  (hoot. 
Where  plac'd  by  Glycon.     He  with  cowllips  pale, 
Primrofe,  and  purple  lychnis,  deck'd  the  green 
Before  my  threfhold,  and  my  (helving  walls 
\^'ith  honeyfuckle  cover'd.     Here  at  noon, 
LuU'd  by  the  murmur  of  my  rifing  fount, 
I  llumber  :  here  my  cluftering  fruits  I  tend  : 
Or  from  the  humid  flowers,  at  break  of  day, 
Frefli  garlands  weave,  and  chace  from  all  my   bounds 
Each  thing  impure  or  noxious.  ,  Enter  in, 
G  ftranger,  undifmay'd.     Nor  bat,  Hor  toad 
Here  lurks ;  and  if  thy  breaft  of  blamelefs  thoughts 
Approve  thee,  not  unwelcome  fhalt  thou  tread 
My  quiet  manfion  :  chiefly,  if  thy  name 
Wife  Pallas  and  the  immortal  Mufes  own, 

II.  FOR 
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II. 

FOR    A    STATUE    OF    CHAUCER 
AT    WOODSTOCaK. 

SUCH  was  old  Chaucer.     Such  the  placid  mien 
Of  him  who  firft  with  harmony  inform 'd 
The  language  of  our  fathers.     Here  he  dwelt 
For  many  a  cheerful  day.     Thefe  ancient  walls 
Have  often  heard  him,  while  his  legends  blithe 
He  fang  ;  of  love,  or  knighthood,  or  the  wiles 
Of  homely  life  :  through  each  eftate  and  age. 
The  fafliions  and  the  follies  of  the  world 
With  cunning  hand  portraying.     Though  perchance 
From  Blenheim's  towers,  O  ftranger,  thou  art  come 
Glowing  with  Churchill's  trophies  ;  yet  in  vain 
Doft  thou  applaud  them  if  thy  bread  be  cold 
To  him,  this  other  hero  ;  who,  in  times 
Dark  and  untaught,  began  with  charming  verfe 
To  tame  the  rudnefs  of  his  native  land, 

III. 

TTyrH  O  E 'E  R  thou  art  whofe  p ath  in  Summer  lies 
Through  yonder  village,  turn  thee  where  the 
grove 
Of  branching  oaks  a  rural  palace  old 
Imbofoms.     Their  dwells  Albert,  generous  lord 
Of  all  the  harveft  round.    And  onward  thence 

A  low 
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A  low  plain  chapel  fronts  the  morning  light 

Fail  by  a  filent  rivulet.     Humbly  walk, 

O  ftranger,  o'er  the  confecrated  ground ; 

And  on  that  verdant  hilloc,  which  thou  fee 'ft 

Befet  with  ofiers,  let  thy  pious  hand 

Sprinkle  frefli  water  from  the  brook,  and  drew 

Sweet-fmelling  flowers.     For  there  doth  Edmund  raft. 

The  learned  (hepherd ;  for  each  rural  art 

Fam'd,  and  for  fongs  harmonious,  and  the  woes 

Of  ill-requited  love.     The  faithlefs  pride 

Of  fair  Matilda  fank  him  to  the  grave 

In  manhood's  prime.     But  foon  did  righteous  ITcaven 

With  tears,  with  fharp  remorfe,  and  pining  care. 

Avenge  her  falfehood.     Nor  could  all  the  gold. 

And  nuptial  pomp,  which  lur'd  her  plighted  faith 

From  Edmund  to  a  loftier  hufband's  home. 

Relieve  her  breaking  heart,  or  turn  afide 

The  ftrokes  of  Death.     Go,  traveller  ;  relate 

The  mournful  ftory.     Haply  fome  fair  maid 

May  hold  it  in  remembrance,  and  be  taught 

That  riches  cannot  pay  for  truth  or  love. 


O 


IV. 

YOUTHS  and  virgins  :  O  declining  eld  : 
O  pale  Misfortune's  flaves :  O  ye  who  dwell 
Unknown  with  humble  quiet ;  ye  who  wait 
In  courts,  or  fill  the  gfolden  feat  of  kin^s : 
O  fons  of  Sport  and  Pleafure  :  O  thou  wretch 
That  v/eep'ft  for  jealous  love,  or  the  fore  wounds 
Vol.  LXIV.  L  Of 
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Of  confcious  Guilt,  or  Death's  rapacious  hand 
Which  left  thee  void  of  hope  :  O  ye  who  roairt 
In  exile  ;  ye  who  through  the  imbattled  field 
Seek  bright  renown  ;  or  who  for  nobler  palms 
Contend,  the  leaders  of  a  public  caufe  ; 
Approach :  behold  this  marble.     Know  ye  not 
The  features  ?  Hath  not  oft  his  faithful  tongue 
Told  you  the  falhion  of  your  own  eftate. 
The  fecrets  of  your  bofom  ?  Here  then,  round 
Hi«  monument  with  reverence  while  ye  ftand. 
Say  to  each  other  :  "  This  was  Shakefpeare's  form  ; 
"  Who  walk'd  in  every  path  of  human  life. 
"  Felt  every  paflion  ;  and  to  all  mankind 
"  Doth  now,  will  ever,  that  experience  yield 
*'  Which  his  own  genius  only  could  acquire," 


V. 


GULIELMVS  HI.  FORTIS,  PIVS,  LIBERATOR,  CVM 
INEVNTE  AETATE  P  ATR  I  A  E  L  A  BENTI  AD  FVISSET 
SALVS  IPSE.VNICA;  CVM  MOX  ITIDEM  REIPVBt 
ilCAE  BRITANNICAE  VINDEX  RENVNCIATVS 
ESSET  ATqVE  STATOR;  TVM  DENIQVE  AD  ID  SE 
NATVM  RECOGNOViT  ET  REGEM  FACTVM,  VT 
CVRARET  NE  DOMINO  IMPOTENTI  CEDERENT  PAX, 
FIDES,  FORTVNA,  GENERIS  HVMANI.  AvCTORI 
PVBLICAE    FELICITATIS    P.    G.    A.   M.    A. 


VI.     FOR 
* 
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VI 

FOR    A   COLUMN  AT  RUNNYMEDE. 

'T^  H  O  U,  who  the  verdant  plain  doft  traverfe  here, 
V^'Tiile  Thames  among  his  willows  from  thy  view 
Retires ;  O  ftranger,  ftay  thee,  and  the  fcene 
Around  contemplate  well.     This  is  the  place 
Where  England's  ancient  barons,  clad  in  arms 
And  ftern  with  conqueft,  from  their  tyrant  king 
(Then  render'd  tame)  did  challenge  and  fecure 
The  charter  of  thy  freedom.     Pafs  not  on 
Till  thou  haft  blefs'd  their  memory,  and  paid 
Thofe  thanks  which  God  appointed  the  reward 
Of  public  virtue.     And  if  chance  thy  home 
Salute  thee  with  a  father's  honour'd  name. 
Go,  call  thy  fons ;  inftruft  them  what  a  debt 
They  owe  their  anceftors  ;  and  make  them  fwear 
To  pay  it,  by  tranfmitting  down  intire 
Thofe  facred  rights  to  which  themfelves  were  born, 

VII. 
THE    WOOD-NYMPH. 

A  P  P  R  O  A  C  H  in  filence.     'Tis  no  vulgar  tale 
Which  I,  the  Dryad  of  this  hoary  oak. 
Pronounce  to  mortal  ears.     The  fecond  age 
Now  haikneth  to  its  period,  fince  I  rofe 
On  this  fair  lawn.     The  groves  of  yonder  vale 

L  z  Are 
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Are  all  my  ofFsprIng  :  and  each  Nymph,  who  guards 

The  copfes  and  the  furrow 'd  fields  beyond. 

Obeys  me.     Many  changes  have  I  feen 

In  human  things,  and  many  awful  deeds 

Of  Juftice,  when  the  ruling  hand  of  Jove 

Againft  the  tyrants  of  the  land,  againft 

The  unhallow'd  fons  of  luxury  and  guile. 

Was  arm'd  for  retribution.     Thus  at  length 

Expert  in  laws  divine,  I  know  the  paths 

Of  Wifdoni,  and  erroneous  Folly's  end 

Have  oft  prefag'd  :  and  now  well-pleas'd  I  wait 

Elach  evening  till  a  noble  youth,  who  loves 

My  (hada,  a  while  releas'd  from  public  cares. 

Yon  peaceful  gate  fhall  enter,  and  fit  down 

Beneath  my  branches.     Then  his  mufing  m.ind 

I  prompt,  unfcen  ;  and  place  before  his  view 

Sincereft  forms  of  good  ;  and  move  his  heart 

With  the  dread  bounties  of  the  Sire  Supreme 

Of  gods  and  men,  with  Freedom's  generous  deeds. 

The  lofty  voice  of  Glory  and  the   faith 

Of  facred  Friendfhij).     Stranger,  I  have  told 

My  funftion.     if  within  thy  bofom  dwell 

Aught  which  may  challenge  praife,  thou  wilt  not  leave 

Unhonour'd  my  abode,  nor  Ihall  I  hear 

A  fparing  benediflion  from  thy  tongue. 


vm.  YE 
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VIII. 

XT  E  powers  unfeen,  to  whom  the  Bards  of  Greece 

*     Eredled  altars ;  ye  who  to  the  mind 
More  lofty  views  unfold,  and  prompt  the  heart 
With  more  divine  emotions;  if  erewhile 
Not  quite  unpleafing  have  my  votive  rites 
Of  you  been  deem'd  when  oft  this  lonely  feat 
To  you  I  confecrated ;  then  vouchfafe 
Here  \\ith  your  inftant  energy  to  crown 
My  happy  folitude.     It  is  the  hour 
When  moft  I  lore  to  invoke  you,  and  have  felt 
Moft  frequent  your  glad  miniftry  divine. 
The  air  is  calm  :  the  fun's  unveiled  orb 
Shines  in  the  middle  heaven.     The  harveft  round 
Stands  quiet,  and  among  the  golden  fheaves 
The  reapers  lie  reclin'd.     The  neighbouring  grove. 
Are  mute  ;  nor  even  a  linnet's  random  ftraia 
Echoeth  amid  the  lilence.     Let  me  feel 
Your  influence,  ye  kind  powers.     Aloft  in  heaven 
Abide  ye  ?  or  on  thofe  tranfparent  clouds 
Pafs  ye  from  hill  to  hill  ?  or  on  the  (liades 
Which  yonder  elms  call  o'er  the  lake  below 
Do  you  converfe  retir'd  ?  From  what  lov'd  haunt 
Shall  I  expedl  you  ?  Let  me  once  more  feel 
Your  influence,  O  ye  kind  infpiring  powers : 
And  I  will  guard  it  well,  nor  fliall  a  thought 
Rife  in  my  mind,  nor  fhall  a  pafl^ion  move 
Acrofs  my  bofom  unobferv'd,  unftor'd 
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By  faithful  memory.     And  then  at  fome 
More  aftive  moment,  will  I  call  them  forth 
Anew ;  and  join  them  in  majeftic  forms. 
And  give  them  utterance  in  harmonious  ftrains  j 
That  all  mankind  fhall  wonder  at  your  fway. 

IX. 

TkJf  E  though  in  life's  fequefter'd  vale 
•*■"*•  The  Almighty  Sire  ordain'd  to  dwell. 
Remote  from  Glory's  toilfome  ways. 
And  the  great  fcenes  of  public  praife  ; 
Yet  let  me  ftill  with  grateful  pride 
Remember  how  ray  infant  frame 
He  temper 'd  with  prophetic  flame. 
And  early  mufic  to  my  tongue  fupply'd, 

'Tw  as"  then  my  future  fate  he  weigh 'd. 
Aad,  This  be  thy  concern,  he  faid. 
At  once  with  Pafllon's  keen  alarms. 
And  Beauty's  pleafurable  charms. 
And  facred  Truth's  eternal  light. 
To  move  the  various  mind  of  man  ; 
Till  under  one  unblemilh'd  plan. 
His  reafon,  fancy,-  and  his  heart  unite. 


AN 


C   15^    3 

AN    EPISTLE    TO    CURIO*. 

'T~*HRICE  has  the  Spring  beheld  thy  faded  fame, 
■*•     And  the  fourth  Winter  rifes  on  thy  Ihame, 
Since  I  exulting  grafp'd  the  votive  fliell. 
In  founds  of  triumph  all  thy  praife  to  tell ; 
Bleft  could  my  fkill  through  ages  make  thee  (hine. 
And  proud  to  mix  ray  memory  with  thine. 
But  now^  the  caufe  that  wak'd  my  fong  before. 
With  praife,  with  triumph,  crowns  the  toil  no  more. 
If  to  the  glorious  man,  whofe  faithful  cares. 
Nor  quell'd  by  malice,  nor  relax'd  by  years. 
Had  aw'd  ambition's  wild  audacious  hate. 
And  dragg'd  at  length  Corruption  to  her  fate  ; 

*  Cur'io  was  a  young  Romin  Senator  of  diftinguiilied  birth 
and  parts,  who,  upon  his  firit  entrance  into  the  Forum,  had 
been  committed  to  the  care  of  Cicero,  Being  profufe  and  extra- 
vagant, he  foon  diflipated  a  large  and  fplendid  fortune  5  to  fup- 
ply  the  want  of  which,  he  was  driven  to  the  neceflity  of  abetting 
the  defignsof  Cjefar  againft  the  liberties  of  his  country,  although 
he  had  before  been  a  profeffed  enemy  to  him. — Cicero  exerted 
himfelf  with  great  energy  to  prevent  his  ruin,  but  without  efted-, 
and  he  became  one  of  the  fir(t  vidims  in  the  civil  war.  This 
epiftle  was  firft  publifhed  in  the  year  1744.,  when  a  celebrated 
patriot,  after  a  long  and  at  laft  a  fuccefsful  oppofition  to  an  un- 
popular minifter,  had  deferted  the  caufe  of  his  country,  and 
become  the  forenioft  in  fupport  and  defence  of  the  fame  meafures 
he  had  fo  iteadily  and  for  fuch  a  length  of  time  contended 
againft.  It  was  altered  by  the  Author  into  the  "  Ode  to  Curio  ;" 
but  the  original  poem  is  Coo  curious  to  be  omitted.    N. 
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If  every  tongue  its  large  applaufes  ow'd. 
And  v/ell-earn'd  laurels  every  Mufe  beftow'dj 
If  public  juiHce  urg'd  the  high  reward. 
And  Freedom  fmil'd  on  the  devoted  Bard  : 
Say  then,  to  him  whofe  levity  or  luft 
Laid  all  a  people's  generous  hopes  in  duft  ; 
Who  taught  Ambition  firmer  heights  of  power. 
And  fav'd  Corruption  at  her  hopelefs  hour ; 
Does  not  each  tongue  its  execrations  owe  ? 
Shall  not  each  Mufe  a  wreath  of  fhame  bellow  ? 
And  public  juftice  fanftify  the  award  ? 
And  Freedom's  hand  protect  the  impartial  bard  ? 

Yet  long  reluftant  I  forbore  thy  name. 
Long  watch'd  thy  virtue  like  a  dying  flame. 
Hung  o'er  each  glimmering  fpark  with  anxious  eyes. 
And  wiili'd  and  hop'd  the  light  again  would  rife. 
But  fince  thy  guilt  ftill  more  intire  appears. 
Since  no  art  hides,  no  fuppofition  clears  ; 
Since  vengeful  Slander  now  too  finks  her  blaft. 
And  the  firft  rage  of  party-hate  is  paft ; 
Calm  as  the  Judge  of  Truth,  at  length  I  come 
To  weigh  thy  merits,  and  pronounce  thy  doom  : 
So  may  my  truft  from  all  reproach  be  free. 
And  Earth  and  Time  confirm  the  fair  decree. 

There  are  who  fay  they  view'd  without  amaze 
Thy  fad  reverfe  of  all  thy  former  praife  ; 
That  through  the  pageants  of  a  patriot's  name. 
They  picrc'd  the  foulnefs  of  thy  fecret  aim } 
Or  deem'd  thy  arm  exalted  but  to  throw 
The  public  thunder  on  a  private  foe. 

But 
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But  I,  whofe  foul  confented  to  thy  caufe. 
Who  felt  thy  genius  (lamp  its  own  applaufe. 
Who  faw  the  fpirits  of  each  glorious  age 
Move  in  thy  bofom,  and  direft  thy  rage ;. 
I  fcorn'd  the  ungenerous  glofs  of  flavifh  minds,. 
The  owl-eyed  race,  whom  Virtue's  luftre  blinds.. 
Spite  of  the  learned  in  the  ways  of  Vice, 
And  all  who  prove  that  each  man  has  his  price, 
I  ftill  bellev'd  thy  end  was  juft  and  free  ; 
And  yet,  even  yet  believe  it — ^fpite  of  thee. 
Even  though  thy  mouth  impure  has  dar'd  difclaim,- 
Urg'd  by  the  wretched  impotence  of  fhame, 
Wliatever  filial  cares  thy  zeal  had  paid 
To  laws  infirm  and  liberty  decay'd  ; 
Has  begg'd  Ambition  to  forgive  the  fhow ; 
Kas  told  Corruption  thou  wert  ne'er  her  foe ; 
Has  boafted  in  thy  country's  awful  ear. 
Her  grofs  deluuon  when  ihe  held  thee  dear ; 
How  tame  fhe  follow'd  thy  tempeftuous  call. 
And  heard  thy  pompous  tales,  and  trulled  all- 
Rife  from  your  fad  abodes,  ye  curft  of  old 
ForJaws  fubverted,  and  for  cities  fold  ! 
Paint  all  the  nobleft  trophies  of  .your  guilt. 
The  oaths  you  perjur'd,  and  the  blood  you  fpilt; 
Yet  muft  you  one  untempted  vilenefs  own. 
One  dreadful  palm  referv'd  for  him  alone  : 
With  ftudied  arts  his  country's  praife  to  fpurn. 
To  bsg  the  infamy  he  did  not  earn. 
To  challenge  hate  when  honour  was  his  due. 
And  plead  bis  crimes  where  all  his  virtue  knew. 

Lo 
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Do  robes  of  ftate  the  guarded  heart  inclofe 
From  each  fair  feeling  human  nature  knows  ? 
Can  pompous  titles  ftun  the  inchanted  ear 
To  all  that  reafon,  all  that  fenfe,  would  hear  ? 
Elfe  could'ft  thou  e'er  defert  thy  facred  poll. 
In  fuch  unthankful  bafenefs  to  be  loft  ? 
Elfe  could'ft  thou  wed  the  emptinefs  of  vice. 
And  yield  thy  glories  at  an  ideot's  price  ? 

When  they  who,  loud  for  liberty  and  laws. 
In  doubtful  times  had  fought  their  country's  caufe. 
When  now  of  conqueft  and  dominion  fure. 
They  fought  alone  to  hold  their  fruits  fecure; 
When  taught  by  thefe,  Oppreffion  hid  the  face 
To  leave  Corruption  ftronger  in  her  place. 
By  ftlent  fpells  to  work  the  public  fate. 
And  taint  the  vitals  of  the  paffive  ftate. 
Till  healing  Wifdom  fhould  avail  no  more. 
And  Freedom  loath  to  tread  the  poifon'd  fhore ; 
Then,  like  fome  guardian  god  that  flies  to  fave 
The  weary  pilgrim  from  an  inftant  grave, 
"Whom,  fleeping  and  fecure,  the  guileful  fnake 
Steals  near  and  nearer  through  the  peaceful  brake  ; 
Then  Curio  rofe  to  ward  the  public  woe. 
To  wake  the  heedlefs,  and  incite  the  flow, 
Againft  Corruption  Liberty  to  arm. 
And  quell  the  enchantrefs  by  a  mightier  charm. 

Swift  o'er  the  land  the  fair  contagion  flew. 
And  with  thy  country's  hopes  thy  honours  grew. 
Thee,  Patriot,  the  patrician  roof  confefs'd  : 
Thy  powerful  voice  the  refcued  merchant  blefs'd ; 

I  Of 
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Of  thee  with  awe  the  rural  hearth  refounds  ; 
The  bowl  to  thee  the  grateful  failor  crowns  ; 
Touch'd  in  the  fighing  fhade  with  manlier  fires. 
To  trace  thy  fteps  the  love-fick  youth  afpires ; 
The  leam'd  reclufe,  who  oft  amaz'd  had  read 
Of  Grecian  heroes,  Roman  patriots  dead. 
With  new  amazement  hears  a  living  name 
Pretend  to  fhare  in  fuch  forgotten  fame ; 
And  he  who,  fcorning  courts  and  courtly  ways. 
Left  the  tame  track,  of  thefc  dejefted  days. 
The  life  of  nobler  ages  to  renew 
In  virtues  facred  from  a  monarch's  view, 
Rouz'd  by  thy  labours  from  the  blefl  retreat. 
Where  focial  eafe  and  public  paffions  meet. 
Again  afcending  treads  the  civil  fcene. 
To  aft  and  be  a  man,  as  thou  hadft  been. 

Thus  by  degrees  thy  caufe  fuperior  grew. 
And  the  great  end  appear'd  at  laft  in  view  ; 
We  heard  the  people  in  thy  hopes  rejoice ; 
We  faw  the  fenate  bending  to  thy  voice  ; 
The  friends  of  freedom  hail'd.  the  approaching  reiga 
Of  laws  for  which  our  fathers  bled  in  vain  j 
While  venal  Faftion,   ftruck  with  new  difmay. 
Shrunk  at  their  frown,  and  felf-abandon'd  lay« 
Wak'd  in  the  Ihock,  the  Public  Genius  rofe, 
Abafh'd  and  keener  from  his  long  repofe  ; 
Sublime  in  ancient  pride,  he  rais'd  the  fpear 
Which  flaves  and  tyrants  long  were  wont  to  fear  : 
The  city  felt  his  call ;  from  man  to  man. 
From  ftreet  to  ftreet,  the  glorious  horror  ran ; 

Each 
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Each  crouded  haunt  was  ftirr'd  beneath  his  power,. 
And,  murmuring,  challeng'd  the  deciding  hour. 

Lo  !  the  deciding  hour  at  laft  appears ; 
The  hour  of  every  freeman's  hopes  and  fears ! 
Thou,  Genius!  Guardian  of  the  Roman  name, 
O  ever  prompt  tyrannic  rage  to  tame  ! 
Inftruft  the  mighty  moments  as  they  roll. 
And  guide  each  movement  fteady  to  the  goal. 
Ye  fpirits,  by  whofe  providential  art 
Succeeding  motives  turn  the  changeful  heart. 
Keep,  keep  the  beft  in  view  to  Curio's  mind. 
And  watch  his  fancy,  and  his  pailions  bind  !" 
Ye  fhades  immortal,  who,  by  'Freedom  led. 
Or  in  the  field,  or  on  the  fcafibld  bled. 
Bend  from  your  radiant  feats  a  joyful  eye. 
And  view  the  crown  of  all  your  labours  nigh. 
See  Freedom  mounting  her  eternal  throne  ! 
The  fword  fubm.itted,  and  the  laws  her  own  : 
See !  public  Power  chaltis'd  beneath  her  ftands^ 
With  eyes  intent,  and  uncorrupted  hands  ! 
See  private  life  by  wifeft  arts  reclaim'd ! 
See  ardent  youth  to  nobleft  manners  fram'd  ! 
See  us  acquire  whate'er  was  fought  by  you. 
If  Curio,  only  Curio  will  be  true. 

'Twas  then — O  Shame  !  O  Trull  how  ill  repaid  * 
O  Latium,  oft  by  faithlefs  fons  betray 'd  ! — 
*Twas  then — What  frenzy  on  thy  reafon  ftole  ? 
What  fpells  unfinew'd  thy  determin'd  foul  ? 
.^ — Is  this  the  man  in  Freedom's  caufe  approv'd  ? 
The  man  fo  great,  fo  honour'd,  fo  belov'd  ? 

Till 
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This  patient  fla\'C  by  tinfel  chains  allur'd  ? 
This  wretched  fuitor  for  h  boon  abjur'd  ? 
This  Curio,  hated  and  defpis'd  by  all  ? 
Who  fell  himfelf,  to  work  his  country's  fall  ? 

O  loft,  alike  to  aftion  and  repofe  ! 
Unknown,  unpitied  in  the  worft  of  woes ! 
With  all  that  confcious,  undiflembled  pride. 
Sold  to  the  infults  of  a  foe  defy'd! 
With  all  that  habit  of  familiar  fame, 
Doom'd  to  exhauft  the  dregs  of  life  in  fname  ! 
'J  he  fole  fad  refuge  of  thy  baffled  art. 
To  aft  a  ftatefman's  dull,  exploded  part. 
Renounce  the  praife  no  longer  in  thy  power, 
Difplay  thy  virtue,  though  without  a  dower. 
Contemn  the  giddy  crowd,  the  vulgar  wind. 
And  fhut  thy  eyes  that  others  may  be  blind. 
' — ^Forgive  me,  Romans,  that  I  bear  to  fmile 
When  ftiamelefs  mouths  your  majefty  defile. 
Paint  you  a  thoughtlefs,  frantic,  headlong  crew. 
And  caft  their  own  impieties  on  you. 
For  witnefs,  Freedom,  to  whofe  facred  power 
My  foul  was  vov/'d  from  reafon's  earlieft  hour. 
How  have  I  flood  exulting,  to  furvey 
My  country's  virtues  opening  in  thy  ray  ! 
How,  with  the  fons  of  every  foreign  fhore 
Tlie  more  I  match'd  them,  honour'd  her's  the  more! 
O  race  ereft  !  whofe  native  ftrength  of  foul. 
Which  kings,  nor  priefts,  nor  fordid  laws  controul, 
Burfts  the  tame  round  of  animal  affairs. 
And  feeks  a  nobler  centre  for  its  cares  ; 

z  Intent 
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Intent  the  laws  of  life  to  comprehend. 

And  fix  dominion's  limits  by  its  end. 

Who,  bold  and  equal  in  their  love  or  hate. 

By  confcious  reafon  judging  every  ftate. 

The  man  forget  not,  though  in  rags  he  lies. 

And  know  the  mortal  through  a  crown's  difguife  r 

Thence  prompt  alike  with  v/itty  fcorn  to  view 

Faftidious  grandeur  lift  his  folemn  brow. 

Or,  all  awake  at  Pity's  foft  command. 

Bend  the  mild  ear,  and  ftretch  the  gracious  hand  ; 

Thence  large  of  heart,  from  envy  far  remov'd, 

V/hen  public  toils  to  virtue  ftand  approv'd. 

Not  the  young  lover  fonder  to  admire. 

Nor  more  indulgent  the  delighted  fire ; 

Yet  high  and  jealous  of  their  free-born  name. 

Fierce  as  the  flight  of  Jove's  deftroying  flame. 

Where'er  Oppreflion  works  her  wanton  fway. 

Proud  to  confront,  and  dreadful  to  repay. 

But  if,  to  purchafe  Curio's  fage  applaufe. 

My  country  muft  with  him  renounce  her  caufe. 

Quit  with  a  Have  the  path  a  patriot  trod. 

Bow  the  meek  knee,  and  kifs  the  regal  rod ; 

Then  fl:ill,  ye  powers,  inftruft  his  tongue  to  rail. 

Nor  let  his  zeal,  nor  let  his  fubjeft  fail  : 

Elfe,  ere  he  change  the  ftyle,  bear  me  away 

To  where  the  Gracchi,  *  where  the  Bruti  ftay ! 

*  The  two  brothers,  Tiberius  and  Caius  Gracchus  loft  their 
lives  in  attempting  to  introduce  the  only  regulation  that  could 
give  ftability  and  good  order  to  the  Roman  republic.  L.  Junius 
Brutus  founded  the  coaimojT.veaUh,  and  died  in  its  defence. 
Akeijsibe. 

O  long 
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O  long  rever'd,  and  late  refign'd  to  fhame  ! 
IF  this  uncourtly  page  thy  notice  claim 
When  the  loud  cares  of  bufinefs  are  withdrawn. 
Nor  well-dreft  beggars  round  thy  footfteps  fawn  j 
In  that  ftill,  thoughtful,  folitary  hour, 
When  Truth  exerts  her  unrefifted  power. 
Breaks  the  falfe  optics  ting'd  with  Fortune's  glare. 
Unlocks  the  breaft,  and  lays  the  paffions  bare  : 
Then  turn  thy  eyes  on  that  important  fcene. 
And  aflc  thyfelf— if  all  be  well  within. 
VVhere  is  the  heart- felt  worth  and  weight  of  foul. 
Which  labour  could  not  ftop,  nor  fear  controul? 
VVhere  the  known  dignity,  the  ftamp  of  awe. 
Which,  half  abafh'd,  the  proud  and  venal  faw  ? 
Where  the  calm  triumphs  of  an  honeft  caufe  ? 
Where  the  delightful  tafte  of  juft  applaufe  ? 
Where  the  ftrong  reafon,  the  commanding  tongue. 
On  which  the  fenate  fir'd  or  trembling  hung  ? 
All  vanifh'd,  all  are  fold — And  in  their  room. 
Couch 'd  in  thy  bofom's  deep,  diftrafted  gloom. 
See  the  pale  form  of  barbarous  grandeur  dwell. 
Like  fome  grim  idol  in  a  forcerer's  cell ! 
To  her  in  chains  thy  dignity  was  led  ; 
At  her  polluted  fhrine  thy  honour  bled  ; 
With  blafted  weeds  thy  awful  brow  fhe  crown'd. 
Thy  powerful  tongue  with  poifon'd  philters  bound. 
That  baffled  reafon  ftraight  indignant  flew. 
And  fair  perfuafion  from  her  feat  withdrew  : 
For  now  no  longer  Truth  fupports  thy  caufe  ; 
No  longer  Glory  prompts  thee  to  applaufe  ; 

No 
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No  longer  Virtue  breathing  in  thy  breaft. 
With  all  her  confcious  majefty  confeft. 
Still  bright  and  brighter  wakes  the  Almighty  flame. 
To  rouze  the  feeble,  and  the  wilful  tame. 
And  where  flie  fees  the  catching  glimpfes  roll, 
"Spreads  the  ftrong  blaze,  and  all  involves  the  foul ; 
But  cold  reftraints  thy  confcious  fancy  chill. 
And  formal  paffibns  mock  thy  ftruggling  will; 
Or,  if  thy  Genius  e'er  forget  his  chain. 
And  reach  impatient  at  a  nobler  ftrain. 
Soon  the  fad  bodings  of  contemptuous  mirth 
Shoot  through  thy  breaft,  and  ftab  the  generous  birth. 
Till,  blind  with  fmart,  from  Truth  to  Frenzy  toft. 
And  all  the  tenor  of  thy  reafon  loft. 
Perhaps  thy  anguifn  drains  a  real  tear; 
While  fome  with  pity,  fome  with  laughter  hear. 
— Can  Art,  alas !  or  Genius,  guide  the  head. 
Where  Truth  and  Freedom  from  the  heart  are  fled? 
Can  leffer  wheels  repeat  their  native  ftroke. 
When  the  prime  fuR»!:tion  of  the  foul  is  broke  ? 
But  come,  unhappy  man  !  thy  fates  impend  ; 
Come,  quit  thy  friends,  if  yet  thou  haft  a  friend  j 
Turn  from  the  poor  rewards  of  guilt  like  thine. 
Renounce  thy  titles,  and  thy  robes  refign ; 
For  fee  the  hand  of  Deftiny  difplay'd 
To  Ihut  thee  from  the  joys  thou  haft  bctray'd! 
See  the  dire  fane  of  Infamy  arife  ! 
Dark  as  the  grave,  and  fpacious  as  the  fkies ; 
Where,  from  the  firft  of  time,  thy  kindred  train. 
The  chiefs  and  princes  of  ihe  anjuft  remain. 

Eternal 
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"Eternal  barriers  guard  the  pathlefs  road 
To  warn  the  wanderer  of  the  curft  abode  ; 
But  prone  as  whirlwinds  fcour  the  paffive  iky. 
The  hciglits  furmounted,  down  the  fteep  they  fly. 
There,  black  witli  frowns,  relentlefs  Time  awaits. 
And  goads  their  footfteps  to  the  guilty  gates  : 
And  ftill  he  aiks  them  of  their  unknown  aims. 
Evolves  their  fecrets,  and  their  guilt  proclaims ; 
And  ftill  his  hands  defpoil  them  on  the  road 
Of  each  vain  wreath,  by  lying  Bards  beftow'd. 
Break  their  proud  marbles,  crufh  their  feftal  cars. 
And  rend  the  lawlefs  trophies  of  their  wars. 
At  laft  the  gates  his  potent  voice  obey  ; 
Fierce  to  their  dark  abode  he  drives  his  prey. 
Where,  ever  arm'd  with  adamantine  chains. 
The  watchful  djemon  o'er  her  vafTals  reigns. 
O'er  mighty  names  and  giant-powers  of  luft. 
The  Great,  the  Sage,  the  Happy,  and  Auguft  *, 
No  gleam  of  hope  their  baleful  manfion  cheers. 
No  found  of  honour  hails  their  unblelt:  ears  ; 
But  dire  reproaches  from  the  friend  betray'd. 
The  childlefs  fire  and  violated  maid  ; 
But  vengeful  vows  for  guardian  laws  efFac'd, 
From  towns  inllav'd  and  continents  laid  wafte; 
But  long  Pofterity's  united  groan. 
And  the  fad  cliarge  of  horrors  not  their  own, 

*  Titles  which  have  been  generally  afcribed  to  the  moft  per- 
fXicious  of  men.     Akenside, 
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For  ever  through  the  trembling  fpace  refound. 
And  fink  each  impious  forehead  to  the  ground. 

Ye  mighty  foes  of  Liberty  and  Reft, 
Give  way,  do  homage  to  a  mightier  gueft  ! 
Ye  darin-^^  fpirits  of  the  Roman  race. 
See  Curio's  toil  your  proudeft  claims  efface  ! 
— Avv'd  at  the  name,  fierce  *  Appius  rifing  bends. 
And  hardy  Cinna  from  his  throne  attends  : 
**  Ke  comes,  they  cry,  to  whom  the  fates  affign'd 
*'  With  furer  arts  to  work  what  we  defisn'd, 
*'  From  year  to  year  the  ftubborn  herd  to  fway, 
"  Mouth  all  their  wrongs,  and  all  their  rage  obey ; 
"  Till,  own'd  their  guide  andtrufted  with  tbeit  power, 
*'  He  mock*d  their  hopes  in  one  decifive  hour : 
"  Then,  tir'd  and  yielding,  led  them  to  the  chain, 
"  And  quench  the  fpirit  we  provok'd  in  vain." 

But  thou.  Supreme,  by  whofe  eternal  hands 
Fair  Liberty's  heroic  empire  Hands  ; 
Whofe  thunders  the  rebellious  deep  controu]. 
And  quell  the  triumphs  of  the  traitor's  foul, 
O  turn  this  dreadful  omen  far  away  ! 
On  Freedom's  foes  their  ov/n  attempts  repay  ; 
Relume  her  facred  fire  fo  near  fuppreft. 
And  fix  her  fhrine  in  every  Roman  breaft : 
Though  bold  Corruption  boaft  around  the  land, 
"  Let  Virtue,  iflhecan,  my  baits  withftand  I" 

*  App'ius  Claudius  the  Decemvir,  and  L.  Cornelius  Cljina, 
both  attempted  to  eftablifh  a  tyrannical  dominion  in  Rome,  and 
both  perifhed  by  the  trealon.     Akekside. 
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Though  bolder  now  Ihe  urge  the  accurfed  claim. 

Gay  with  her  trophies  rais'd  on  Curio's  fhame  ; 

Yet  fome  there  are  who  fcorn  her  impious  mirth. 

Who  know  what  confcience  and  a  heart  are  worth, 

— O  friend  and  father  of  the  human  mind, 

Whofe  art  for  nobleft  ends  our  frame  defign'd  ! 

If  I,  though  fated  to  the  ftudious  (hade 

Which  party-ftrife  nor  anxious  power  invade. 

If  I  afpire  in  public  virtue's  caufe. 

To  guide  the  Mufes  by  fublimer  laws. 

Do  thou  her  own  authority  impart. 

And  give  my  numbers  entrance  to  the  heart. 

Perhaps  the  verfe  might  roufe  her  fmother'd  flamCj 

And  fnatch  the  fainting  patriot  back  to  fame  ; 

Perhaps,  by  worthy  thoughts  of  human  kind. 

To  worthy  deeds  exalt  the  confcious  mind  ; 

Or  dafli  Corruption  in  her  proud  career. 

And  teach  her  flaves  that  Vice  was  born  to  fear. 
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'■poo  much  my  heart  of  Beauty"'s  power  hath  known. 

Too  long  to  Love  hath  Reafon  left  her  throne ; 
Too  long  my  genius  moum'd  his  myrtle  chain. 
And  three  rich  years  of  youth  confum'd  in  vain. 
My  wifhes,  lull'd  with  foft  inglorious  dreams. 
Forgot  the  patriot's  and  the  fage's  themes : 
Through  each  Elyfian  vale  and  Fairy  grove. 
Through  all  the  enchanted  paradife  yf  Love. 
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Miiled  by  fickly  hope's  deceitful  flame, 
Averfe  to  aftion,  and  renouncing  fame. 

At  laft  the  vifionary  fcenes  decay. 
My  eyes,  exulting,  blefs  the  new-born  dny, 
Whofe  faithful  beams  deteft  the  dangerous  road 
In  which  my  heedlefs  fee:  fecurely  trod. 
And  ftrip  the  phantoms  of  their  lying  charms 
That  lur'd  my  foul  from  Wifdom's  peaceful  arms. 

For  filver  ftreams  and  banks  befpread  with  flowers^ 
For  mofTy  coucJies  and  harmonious  bouers, 
Xo !  barren  heaths  appear,  and  pathlefs  woods. 
And  rocks  hung  dreadful  o'er  unfathom'd  floods  : 
For  opennefs  of  heart,  for  tender  fmiles,  . 

Looks  fraught  with  lo\'e,  and  u  rath  difarming  wileSj 
Lo !  fullen  SpitQ,  ano  perjur'd  Lull  of  Gain, 
And  cruel  Pride,  and  cruder  Difdain. 
Xo  !  cordial  Faith  to  ideot  airs  refm'd. 
Now  coolly  civil,  now  tranfporting  kind. 
For  graceful  Eafe,  lo  !  AfFeftation  walks ; 
And  dull  Half-fenfe,  for  Wit  and  VVifdom  talks. 
New  to  each  hour  what  low  delight  fucceeds. 
What  precious  furniture  of  hearts  and  heads  ! 
•By  nought  their  .pruusnce,  but  by  getting,  known^ 
And  all  their  courage  in  leceiving  lliown. 

See  next  \v];at  plagues  attend  the  lover's  ftate. 
What  frightful  forms  of  terror,  fcorn,  and  hate ! 
See  burning  Fury  heaven  and  earth  defy  ! 
See  dumb  Defpair  in  icy  fetters  lie ! 
See  black  Sufpicion  bend  his  gloomy  brow. 
The  hideous  image  of  himfclf  to  view  ! 

And 
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And' fond  Belief,  with  all  a  lover's  flame. 

Sinks  in  thofe  arms  that  points  his  head  with  fhame! 

There  wan  Dejeftion,  faultering  as  he  goes. 

In  fhades  and  filence  vainly  feeks  repofe ; 

Mufing  through  pathlefs  v/ilds,  confumes  the  day. 

Then  loft  in  darknefs  weeps  the  hours  away. 

Here  the  gay  crowd  of  Luxury  advance. 

Some  touch  the  lyre,  and  others  urge  the  dance  j 

On  every  head  the  rofy  garland  glo\\s. 

In  every  hand  the  golden  goblet  flows. 

The  Syren  views  them  with  exulting  eyes. 

And  laughs  at  bafhful  Virtue  as  (he  flies. 

But  fee  behind,  where  Scorn  and  Want  appear,- 

The  grave  remonftrance  and  the  witty  fneer. 

See  fell  Remorfe  in  aftion,  prompt  to  dart 

Her  fnaky  poifon  through  the  confcious  heart. 

And  Sloth  to  cancel,  with  oblivious  fliame. 

The  fair  memorial  of  recording  Fame. 

Are  thefe  delights  that  one  would  wifli  to  gain  7 
Is  this  the  Elyfium  of  a  fober  brain  ; 
To  wait  for  happinefs  in  female  fmiles. 
Bear  all  her  fcorn,  be  caught  with  all  her  wiles. 
With  prayers,  with  bribes,  with  lies,  her  pity  crave, 
Blefs  her  hard  bonds,  and  boaft  to  be  her  flave  ; 
To  feel,  for  trifles,  a  diftrafting  train 
Of  liopes  and  terrors  equally  in  vain ; 
This  hour  to  tremble,  and  the  next  to  glov/. 
Can  pride,  can  fenfe,  can  reafon,  ftoop  fo  low  ? 
When  Virtue,  at  an  eafier  price,  difplays 
The  facred  wreaths  of  honourable  praife ; 

M  3  When 
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When  Wifdom  utters  her  divine  decree. 

To  laugh  at  pompous  Folly,  and  be  free. 
I  bid  adieu,  then,  to  thefe  woeful  fcenes  ; 

I  bid  adieu  to  all  the  fex  of  queens ; 

Adieu  to  every  fuffering,  fimple  foul 

That  lets  a  woman's  will  his  eafe  controul. 

There  laugh,  ye  witty  ;  and  rebuke,  ye  grave! 

For  me,  I  fcorn  to  boaft  that  I'm  a  Have. 

I  bid  the  whining  brotherhood  be  gone, 

Joy  to  my  heart !  my  wilhes  are  my  own  I 

Farewell  the  female  heaven,  the  female  hell ; 

To  the  great  God  of  Love  a  glad  farewell. 

Is  this  tlie  triumph  of  thy  awful  name? 

Are  thefe  the  fplendid  hopes  that  urg'd  thy  aim. 

When  firft  my  bofom  own'd  thy  haughty  fway  ? 

W^hen  thus  Minerva  heard  thee,  boafting,  fay. 
Go,  martial  maid,  elfewhere  thy  arts  employ, 
Nor  hope  to  fhelter  that  devoted  boy. 
Go  teach  the  folemn  fons  of  care  and  age. 
The  penfive  ftatefmen,  and  the  midnight  fage; 
The  young  with  me  muft  other  leflbns  prove. 
Youth  calls  for  Pleafure,  Pleafure  calls  for  Love. 
Behold  his  heart  thy  grave  advice  difdains. 
Behold  I  bind  him  in  eternal  chains." 
Alas !  great  Love,  how  idle  was  the  boaft  ! 

Thy  chains  are  broken,  and  thy  leflbns  loft  ; 

Thy  wilful  rage  has  tir'd  my  fuffering  heart. 

And  paiTion,  reafon,  forc'd  thee  to  depart. 
But  wherefore  doft  thou  linger  on  thy  way  ? 

"W^hy  vainly  fearch  for  fome  pretence  to  ftay^ 

Whea 
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"When  crowds  of  vaffals  court  thy  pleafing  yoke. 
And  coiintlefs  vidims  bow  them  to  the  ftroke  ? 
Lo !  round  thy  flirine  a  thoufand  youths  advance. 
Warm  with  the  gentle  ardours  of  romance  ; 
Each  longs  to  affert  thy  caufe  with  feats  of  arms, 
•And  make  the  world  confefs  Dukinca's  charms. 
Ten  thoufand  girls,  with  fiowery  chaplcts  crown'd. 
To  groves  and  ftreams  thy  tender  triumph  found  ; 
Each  bids  the  ftream  in  murmurs  fpeak  her  flame. 
Each  calls  the  grove  to  figh  her  fhepherd's  name. 
But,  if  thy  pride  fuch  eafy  honour  fcorn. 
If  nobler  trophies  muft  thy  toil  adorn. 
Behold  yon  flowery  antiquated  maid 
Bright  in  the  bloom  of  threefcore  years  difplay'd ; 
Her  flialt  thou  bind  in  thy  delightful  chains. 
And  thrill  with  gentle  pangs  her  wither'd  veins. 
Her  frofty  cheek  with  crimfon  blufhes  dye. 
With  dreams  of  rapture  melt  her  maudlin  eye. 
Turn  then  thy  labours  to  the  fervile  crowd. 
Entice  the  wary,  and  controul  the  proud  ; 
Make  the  fad  mifer  his  belt  gains  forego. 
The  foleran  ftatefman  figh  to  be  a  beau. 
The  bold  coquette  with  fondeft- paflion  burn. 
The  bacchanalian  o'er  his  bottle  mourn  : 
And  that  chief  glory  of  thy  power  maintain, 
■**  To  poife  ambition  in  a  female  brain."  • 
Be  thefe  thy  triumphs.     But  no  more  prefume 
That  my  rebellious  heart  will  yield  thee  room. 
I  know  thy  puny  force,  thy  fimple  wiles ; 
I  break  triumphaut  through  thy  flimfy  toils  : 

M  4  I  fee 
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I  fee  thy  dying  lamp's  laft  languid  glow. 
Thy  arrows  blunted,  and  unbrac'd  thy  bow, 
I  feel  diviner  fires  my  bread:  inflame. 
To  adive  fcience,  and  ingenuous  fame  : 
Refume  the  paths  my  earlieft  choice  began. 
And  lofe,  with  pride,  the  lover  in  the  man. 


A    BRITISH    PHILIPPIC! 

tiCCASIONED  BY  THE  INSULTS  OF  TH  E  SP  AN  I ARDS, 

AND   THE  PRESENT  PREPARATIONS   FOR  WAR, 

M.DCC. XXXVIII, 

•f  T  tHENCE  this  unwonted  tranfport  in  my  breaft  ? 
Why  glow  my  thoughts,  and  whither  would 
the  Mufe 
Afpire  with  rapid  wing  ?  Her  country's  caufe 
Demands  her  efforts  :  at  that  facred  call 
She  fummons  all  her  ardour,  throws  afide 
The  trembling  lyre,  and  with  the  warrior's  trump 
She  means  to  thunder  in  each  Britifh  ear ; 
And  if  one  fpark  of  honour  or  of  fame, 
Difdain  of  infult,  dread  of  infamy. 
One  thought  of  public  virtue  yet  furvive. 
She  means  to  wake  it,  roufe  the  generous  flame. 
With  patriot  zeal  infpirit  every  breaft. 
And  fire  each  Britifli  heart  with  Britifh  wrongs. 
Alas,   the  vain  attempt !  what  influence  now 
Can  the  Mufe  boafl  ?  or  what  attention  now 
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Is  paid  to  fame  or  virtue  ?  Where  is  now 

The  Eritifli  fpirit,  generous,  warm,  and  brave. 

So  frequent  wont  from  tyranny  and'  woe 

To  free  the  fuppliant  nations  ?  Where,  indeed! 

If  that  protection,  once  to  ftrangers  given. 

Be  now  with-held  from  fons  ?  Each  nobler  though  f. 

That  warm'd  our  fires,  is  loft  and  buried  now 

In  luxury  and  avarice.     Baneful  vice  ! 

How  it  unmans  a  nation  !   Yet  I'll  try, 

I'll  aim  to  fhake  this  vile  degenerate  floth  ; 

I'll  dare  to  rouze  Britannia's  dreaming  fons 

To  fome,  to  virtue,  and  impart  around 

A  generous  feeling  of  compatriot  woes. 

Come  then  the  various  powers  of  forceful  fpeech. 
All  that  can  move,  awaken,  fire,  traufpoft; 
Come  the  bold  ardour  of  the  Theban  bard  ! 
The  arouzing  thunder  of  the  patriot  Greek  ! 
The  fofr  perfuafion  of  the  Roman  fage  ! 
Come  all !  and  raife  me  to  an  equal  height, 
A  rapture  worthy  of  my  glorious  caufe  ! 
Left  my  beft  efforts  failing  fhould  debafe 
The  facred  theme  ;  for  with  no  common  wing 
The  Mufe  attempts  to  foar.     Yet  what  need  thefc  ? 
My  country's  fame,  my  free-born  Britifh  heart. 
Shall  be  my  beft  infpirers,  raife  my  flight 
High  as  the  Theban's  pinion,  and  with  more 
Than  Greek  or  Roman  flame  exalt  my  foul. 
Oh  !  could  I  give  the  vaft  ideas  birth 
Expreffive  of  the  thoughts  that  flame  within, 

No 
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No  more  (hould  lazy  luxury  detain 

Our  ardent  youth  ;  no  more  fhould  Britain's  fons 

Sit  tamely  paflive  by,  and  carelefs  hear 

The  prayers,  fighs,  groans  (immortal  infamy !) 

Of  fellow  Britons,  with  oppreflion  funk. 

In  bitternefs  of  foul  demanding  aid. 

Calling  on  Britain,  their  dear  native  land. 

The  land  of  Liberty  ;  fo  greatly  fam'd 

For  juft  redrefs;  the  land  fo  often  dyed 

With  her  beft  blood,    for  that  arouzing  caufe. 

The  freedom  of  her  fons  ;  thofe  fons  that  now. 

Far  from  the  manly  bleflings  of  her  fway. 

Drag  the  vile  fetters  of  a  Spanifli  lord. 

And  dare  they,  dare  the  vanquifh'd  fons  of  Spain^ 

Enflave  a  Briton  ?  Have  they  then  forgot. 

So  foon  forgot,  the  great,  the  immortal  day. 

When  refeued  Sicily  with  joy  beheld 

The  fvvift-wing'd  thunder  of  the  Britifh  arm 

Difperfe  their  navies  ?  when  their  cow'ard  bands 

Fled,  like  the  raven  from  the  bird  of  Jove, 

From  fwift  impending  vengeance  fled  in  va  n  : 

Are  thefe  our  lords  ?  And  can  Britannia  fee 

Her  foes  oft  vanquifh'd,  thus  defy  her  power, 

Infult  her  ftandard,  and  inflave  her  fons. 

And  not  arife  to  juftice  ?  Did  our  fires, 

Unaw'd  by  chains,  by  exile,  or  by  death, 

Preferve  inviolate  her  guardian  rights. 

To  Britons  ever  facred  !  that  their  fons 

Might  give  them  up  to  Spaniards  ? — Turn  your  eyes, 

<rura  ye  degenerate,  who  with  haughty  boait 

Call 
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Call  yourfelves  Britons,  to  that  difmal  gloom. 
That  dungeon  dark  and  deep,  where  never  thought 
Of  J07  or  peace  can  enter;  fee  the  gates 
Harfh-creaking  open  ;  what  an  hideous  void. 
Dark  as  the  yawning  grave  !  while  ftill  as  death 
A  frightful  filence  reigns  :  There  on  the  ground 
Behold  your  brethren  chain'd  like  beafts  of  prey : 
There  mark  your  numerous  glories,  there  behold 
The  look  that  fpeaks  unutterable  woe  ; 
The  mangled  limb,  the  faint,  the  deathful  eye 
With  famine  funk,  the  deep  heart-burfting  groan 
Supprefs'd  in  filence  ;  view  the  Icathfome  food, 
Refus'd  by  dogs,  and  oh  !  the  flinging  thought ! 
View  the  dark  Spaniard  glorying  in  their  wrongs, 
I1ie  deadly  priell;  triumphant  in  their  woes. 
And  thundering  worfe  damnation  on  their  fouls : 
While  that  paJe  form,  in  all  the  pangs  of  deaths 
Too  faint  to  fpeak,  yet  eloquent  of  all 
His  native  Britifh  fpirit  yet  untam'd, 
Raifes  his  head,  and  with  indignant  frowns 
Of  great  defiance,  and  fuperior  fcorn. 
Looks  up  and  dies. — Oh  !  I  am  all  on  fire ! 
But  let  me  fpare  the  theme,  left  future  times 
Should  bluHi  to  hear  that  either  conquer'd  Spain 
Durft  offer  Britain  fuch  outrageous  wrong. 
Or  Britain  tamely  bore  it — 
Defcend,  ye  guardian  heroes  of  the  land  ! 
Scourges  of  Spain,  defcend !  Behold  your  fons. 
See  !  how  they  run  the  fame  heroic  race. 
How  prompt,  how  ardent  in  their  country's  caufe. 

How 
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How  greatly  proud  to  aflert  their  Britifh  blootl^ 
And  in  their  deeds  refleft  their  fathers'  fame! 
Ah  !■  would  to  heaven  !  ye  did  not  rather  fee 
How  dead  to  virtue  in  the  public  caufe ! 
How  cold,  how  carelefs,  how  to  glory  deaf. 
They  fliame  your  laurels,  and  bel^'e  their  birth  ! 

Come,  ye  great  fpirits,  Ca'ndifh,  Raleigh,  Blake ! 
And  ye  of  later  name  your  country's  pride. 
Oh  I  come,  difperfe  thefe  lazy  furnes  of  floth. 
Teach  Britifh  hearts  with  Britifh  fires  to  glow  ! 
In  wakening  whifpers  rouze  our  ardent  youth. 
Blazon  the  triumphs  of  your  better  days. 
Paint  all  the  glorious  fcenes  of  rightful  war. 
In  all-  its  fplendors ;  to  their  fwelling  fouls 
Say  how  ye  bow'd  the  infulting  Spaniards  pride. 
Say  ho\V  ye  thunder'd  o'er  their  proftrate  heads. 
Say  how  ye  broke  their  lines  and  fir'd  their  ports. 
Say  how  not  death,  in  all  its  frightful  (hapes. 
Could  damp  your  fouls,  or  (hake  the  great  rcfolve 
For  Right  and  Britain  :  Then  display  the  joys 
The  patriot's  foul  exalting,  while  he  views 
Tranfported  millions  hail  with  loud  acclaim 
The  guardian  of  their  civil,  facred  rights. 
How  gireatly  welcome  to  the  virtuous  man 
Is  death  for  others  good  !  the  radiant  thoughts 
That  beam  celeftial  on  his  paffing  foul, 
Tlie  uiifading  crowns  awaiting  him  above. 
The  exalting  plaudit  of  the  Great  Supreme, 
Who  in  his  aftions  with  complacence  views 
His  own  reSetled  fplendor  ;  then  defcend> 

J  Though 


A    BRITISH    PHILIPPIC.        17^, 
Though  to  a  lower,  yet  a  nobler  fcene  ; 
Paint  the  juft  honours  to  his  reliques  paid. 
Shew  grateful  millions  weeping  o'er  his  grave ; 
While  his  fair  fame  in  each  progreffive  age 
Jor  e\er  brightens ;  and  the  wiie  and  good 
Of  every  land  in  univerfal  choir 
With  richeft  incenfe  of  undying  praife 
His  urn  encircle,  to  the  wondering  world 
His  numerous  triumphs  blazon;  v/hile  with  awe. 
With  filial  reverence,  in  his  fteps  they  tread. 
And,  copying  every  virtue,  every  fame, 
Tranfplant  his  glories  into  fecond  life. 
And,  with  unfparing  hand,  make  nations  bleft 
By  his  example.     Vaft  immenfe  rewards  ! 
For  all  the  turmoils  which  the  virtuous  mind 
Encounters  here.     Yet,  Britons,  are  ye  cold  ? 
Yet  deaf  to  glory,  virtue,  and  the  call 
Of  your  poor  injur'd  countrymen  ?  Ah  !  no» 
I  fee  ye  are  not ;  every  bofom  glows 
With  native  greatnefs,  and  in  all  its  ftate 
The  Britidi  fpirit  rifes :  Glorious  change  ! 
Fame,  Virtue,  Freedom,  welcome  !  Oh !  forgive 
The  Mufe,  that  ardent  in  her  facred  caiife 
Your  glory  qaeftion'd  :  She  beholds  with  joy  ; 
She  owns,  flie  triumphs  in  her  wifh'd  miltake. 

See  !  from  her  fea-beat  throne  in  awful  march 
Britannia  towers  :  upon  her  laurel  creft 
The  plumes  majeftic  nod  ;  behold  fhe  heaves 
JHer  guardian  Ihields,  and  terrible  in  arms 
For:  battle  Ihakes  her  adamantine  fpear ; 

Loud 
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Loud  at  her  foot  the  Britifh  lion  roars. 
Frighting  the  nations ;  haughty  Spain  full  foon 
Shall  hear  and  tremble.     Go  then,  Britons,  forth. 
Your  country's  daring  champions :  tell  your  foes. 
Tell  them  in  thunders  o'er  their  proftrate  land 
You  were  not  born  for  flaves :  Let  all  your  deeds 
Shew  that  the  fons  of  thofe  immortal  men. 
The  ftars  of  fhining  ftory,  are  not  flow 
In  virtue's  path  to  emulate  their  fires. 
To  alTert  their  country's  rights,  avenge  her  fons. 
And  hurl  the  bolts  of  juftice  on  her  foes. 


HYMN     TO     SCIENCE. 

O  V^itas  Philofophia  Dux !  O  Virtutis  indagatrix, 
*'  expultrixque  Vitiorum.  —  Tu  Urbes  peperiiti; 
"  tu  inventrix  Legum,  tu  magiftra  Morum  & 
"  Difciplinse  fuifti  :  Ad  te  confugimus,  a  te  Opem 
"  petinius."     Cic.  Tufc.  Quseft. 

I. 

C  C  I  E  N  C  E  !  thou  fair  eiFufive  ray 
From  the  great  fource  of  mental  day. 

Free,  generous,  and  refin'd ! 
Defcend  with  all  thy  treafures  fraught. 
Illumine  each  bewilder'd  thought. 

And  blefs  my  labouring  mind. 

II.  But 
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II. 

But  firft  with  thy  refifllefs  light, 
Difperfe  thofe  phantoms  from  my  fight, 

Thofe  mimic  fhades  of  tliee  : 
The  fcholiaft's  learning,  fophill's  cant. 
The  vifionary  bigot's  rant. 

The  monk's  philofophy. 

III. 
O!  let  thy  powerful  chaj-ms  impart 
The  patient  head,  the  candid  heart. 

Devoted  to  thy  fway  ; 
Which  no  weak  paffions  e'er  miflead. 
Which  ftill  with  dauntlefs  fteps  proceed 

Where  reafon  points  the  vvdy. 

IV. 

Give  me  to  learn  each  fecret  caufe ; 
Let  Number's,  Figure's,  Motion's  laws 

Reveal'd  before  mc  Hand  ; 
Thefe  to  great  Nature's  fcenes  apply. 
And  round  the  globe,  and  through  the  flcy, 

Difclofe  her  working  hand. 

V. 

Next,  to  thy  nobler  fearch  refign'd. 
The  bufy,  reftlefs,  human  mind 

Through  every  maze  purfue  ; 
Deteft  Perception  where  it  lies,    - 
Catch  the  ideas  as  they  rife. 

And  all  their  changes  view, 

VI.  Say 
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VI. 
Say  from  what  fimple  fprings  began 
The  vaft,  ambitious  thoughts  of  man. 

Which  range  beyond  controul ; 
Which  feek  Eternity  to  trace. 
Dive  through  the  infinity  of  fpace. 
And  ftrain  to  grafp  the  v/hole. 

VII. 
Her  fecret  (lores  let  Memor}'  tell. 
Bid  Fancy  quit  her  fairy  cell. 

In  all  her  colours  dreft  ; 
While,  prompt  her  fallies  to  controul, 
Reafon,  the  judge,  recalls  the  foul 

To  Truth's  fevereft  teft. 

VIII. 
Then  launch  through  Being's  wide  extent ; 
-Let  the  fair  fcale,  with  juft  afcent. 

And  cautious  fteps,  be  trod ; 
And  from  the  dead,  corporeal  mafs. 
Through  each  progreflive  order  pafs 

To  Infiinft,  Reafon,  God. 

IX. 

There,  Science  !  veil  thy  daring  eye  ; 
-Nor  dive  too  deep,  nor  foar  too  high. 

In  that  divine  abyfs  ; 
To  Faith  content  thy  beams  to  lend, 
Jier  hopes  to  affure,  her  fteps  befriend. 

And  light  her  way  to  blif?. 

X.  Then 
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X. 

Then  downwards  take  thy  flight  again. 
Mix  with  the  policies  of  men. 

And  fecial  nature's  ties  ; 
The  plan  the  genius  of  each  ftate. 
Its  intereft  and  its  powers  relate. 

Its  fortunes  and  its  rife. 

XL 

Through  private  life  purftie  thy  courfc. 
Trace  every  aftion  to  its  foarce. 

And  means  and  motives  weigh  : 
Put  tempers,  paffions,  in  the  fcale, 
Mark  what  degrees  in  each  prevail. 

And  iix  the  doubtful  fway. 

XII. 
That  laft,  beft  efFort  of  thy  flcill. 
To  form  the  life,  and  rule  the  will. 

Propitious  power  !  impart : 
Teach  me  to  cool  my  paflions  fires. 
Make  me  the  judge  of  my  defires. 

The  mafter  of  my  heart. 

XIII.   . 
Ralfe  me  above  the  vulgar's  breath, 
Purfuit  of  fortune,  fear  of  death. 

And  all  in  life  that's  mean  : 
Still  true  to  reafon  be  my  plan, 
Still  let  my  adions  fpeak  the  man. 

Through  every  various  fcene, 

VoL^LXIV.  N  XIV.  Hail! 
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XIV. 
Hail !  queen  of  manners,  light  of  truth  j 
Hail !  charm  of  age,  and  guide  of  youth  5 

Sweet  refuge  of  diftrefs : 
In  bufinefs,  thou  !  exaft,  polite ; 
Thou  giv'ft  Retirement  its  delight, 

Profperity  its  grace. 

XV. 
Of  wealth,  power,  freedom,  thou  !  the  caufe; 
Foundrefs  of  order,  cities,  laws. 

Of  arts  inventrefs,  thou  ! 
Without  thee,  what  were  human-kind  ? 
How  vaft  their  wants,  their  thoughts  how  blind ! 

Their  joys  how  mean  !  how  few  ! 

XVI. 

Sun  of  the  foul !  thy  beams  unveil ! 
Let  others  fpread  the  daring  fail. 

On  fortune's  faithlefs  fea  : 
While,  undeluded,  happier  I 
From  the  vain  tumult  timely  fly. 

And  fit  in  peace  with  Thee. 


END  OF  AKENSIDE'S  POEMS. 
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ODE 

O    N       T    H    E 

SPRING. 

O !  wliere  the  rofy-bofom'd  hours. 

Fair  Venus '  train  appear, 
Difclofe  the  long-expefting  flowers. 
And  wake  the  purple  year  ! 
The  Attic  warbler  pours  her  throat, 
Refponfive  to  the  cukow's  note. 
The  untaught  harmony  of  fpring  : 
While,  whifpering  pleafure  as  they  fly. 
Cool  zephyrs  through  the  clear  blue  flcy 
Their  gathered  fragrance  fling. 

Where'er  the  oak's  thick  branches  ftretch 

A  broader  browner  Ihade ; 

Where'er  the  rude  and  mofs-grown  beeclv 

O'er-canopies  the  glade  *, 

Befide  fome  water's  rufhy  brink. 

With  me  the  Mufe  fliall  fit,  and  think 

{x^t  eafe  reclin'd  in  ruftic  ftate) 

How  vain  the  ardour  of  the  Crowd, 

How  low,  how  little  are  the  Proud, 

How  indigent  the  Great ! 

■*----         a  bank 
O'er-canopied  with  lufcious  woodbine. 

Shakssp.  Midsi  Night's  Dream. 

Still 
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Still  is  the  toiling  hand  of  Care  : 

The  panting  herd's  repofe  : 

Yet  hark,    how  through  the  peopled  air 

The  bufy  murmur  glows ! 

The  infed  youth  are  on  the  wing. 

Eager  to  tafte  the  honied  fpring. 

And  float  amid  the  liquid  noon  *: 

Some  lightly  o'er  the  current  Ikim, 

Some  (hew  their  gayly-gilded  trim 

Quick-glancing  to  the  fun  +. 

To  contemplation's  fober  eye  ]{; 

Such  is  the  race  of  Man  : 

And  they  that  creep,  and  they  that  fly. 

Shall  end  where  they  began. 

Alike  the  Bufy  and  the  Gay 

But  flutter  through  life's  little  day. 

In  Fortune's  varying  colours  dreft  : 

Brufh'd  by  the  hand  of  rough  Mifchance, 

Or  chill'd  by  Age,  their  airy  dance 

They  leave  in  duft  to  reft. 

*  "  Nare  per  aeftatem  liquldam— " 

ViRG.   GZOUG,   X.IB.   IT» 
'f    '    m    .    -     ^    fporting  with  quick  glance 
Shew  to  the  fun  their  waved  coats  drop'd  with  gold. 

Miiton's  Paradise  Lost,  Book  vir* 
J  While  Infedls  from  the  threihold  preach,  Sec. 

M.  Green,  in  the  Grotto. 
DoPS},ST't  MiscxLtANlEs,  vol.  V.  p.  i6i. 

Methinks 
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Methinks  I  hear  in  accents  low 

The  fportive  kind  reply  ; 

Poor  Moralift  !  and  what  art  thou  ? 

A  folitary  fly  ! 

Thy  joys  no  glittering  female  meets. 

No  hive  haft  thou  of  hoarded  fweets. 

No  painted  plumage  to  difplay  . 

On  hafty  wings  thy  youth  is  flown  : 

Thy  fun  is  fet,  thy  fpring  is  gone  — 

We  ffolick  while  'tis  May. 


ODE 
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ODE 

ON  THE   DEATH  OF  A 

FAVOURITE      CAT, 

DROWNED    IN    A    TUB    OF    GOLD    FISHES. 

''"T*  W  A  S  on  a  lofty  vafe's  fide. 

Where  China's  gayefl  art  had  dy'd 

The  azure  flowers  that  blow  ; 
Demureft  of  the  tabby  kind. 
The  penfive  Selima  reclin'd, 

Gaz'd  on  the  lake  below. 

Her  confcious  tail  her  joy  declar'd  j 
The  fair  round  face,  the  fnowy  beard. 

The  velvet  of  her  paws. 
Her  coat,  that  with  the  tortoife  vies. 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyes. 

She  faw  ;  and  purr'd  applaufe. 

Still  had  (he  gaz'd  ;  bat  'midft  the  tide 
Two  angel  forms  were  feen  to  glide. 

The  Genii  of  the  ftream  : 
Their  fcaly  armour's  Tyrian  hue 
'I  hrough  richeft  purple  to  the  view 

Eetray'd  a  golden  gleam. 
I 


The 
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The  haplefs  Nymph  with  wonder  faw  : 
A  whifker  firft,  and  then  a  claw. 

With  many  an  ardent  wifh. 
She  ftretch'd  in  vain  to  reach  the  prize  j 
What  female  heart  can  gold  defpife  ? 

What  Cat's  averfe  to  fiih  ? 

Prefumptuous  Maid  !  with  looks  intent 
Again  fhe  ftretch'd,  again  fhe  bent. 

Nor  knew  the  gulph  between. 
(Malignant  Fate  fate  by,  and  fmil'd) 
The  llippery  verge  her  feet  beguil'd. 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  from  the  -flood 
She  mcw'd  to  every  watery  god. 

Some  fpeedy  aid  to  fend. 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  ftirr'd  ; 
Nor  cruel  Tom,  nor  Sufan  heard, 

A  favourite  has  no  friend  ! 

From  hence,  ye  beauties,  undeceiv'd. 
Know,  one  falfe  ftep  is  ne'er  retrieved. 

And  be  with  caution  'lold. 
Not  all,  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyes 
And  heedlefs  hearts,  is  lawful  prize  ; 

Not  all  that  glifters,  gold. 
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ODE 

O    N       A 

DISTANT      PROSPECT 

O    F 

ETON      COLLEGE. 


*A»9pwnro?*  Inuvri  ia(ofa.aiZ  £t;  to  ^v<iV)(i7v, 


Menander. 


XT'  E  diftant  fpires,  ye  antique  towers, 
■*•     That  crown  the  watery  glade. 
Where  grateful  Science  ftill  adores 
Her  Henry's  *  holy  ftiade  ; 
And  ye,  that  from  the  ftately  brow 
Of  Windfor's  heights  th'  expanfe  below 
Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  furvey, 
Whofe  turf,  whofe  fliade,  whofe  flowers  among 
Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 
His  filver-winding  way. 

Ah,  happy  hills,  ah,  pleafing  Ihade, 
Ah,  fields  belov'd  in  vain. 
Where  once  my  carelefs  childhood  ftray'd, 
A  ftranger  yet  to  pain  ? 

»King  Henry  the  Sixth,  Founder  of  the  Colleg?. 


I  fed 
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I  feel  the  gales,  that  from  ye  blow, 
A  momentary  blifs  beftow. 
As  waving  frefli  their  gladfome  wing. 
My  weary  foul  they  feem  to  footh. 
And,  *  redolent  of  joy  and  youth. 
To  breathe  a  fecond  fpring. 

Say,  Father  Thames,  for  thou  haft  ken 
Full  many  a  fprightly  race 
Difporting  on  thy  margent  green 
The  paths  of  pleafure  trace. 
Who  foremoft  now  delight  to  cleave 
With  pliant  arm  thy  glafly  wave  ? 
The  captive  linnet  which  enthrall  ? 
What  idle  progeny  fucceed 
To  chace  the  rolling  circle's  fpeed. 
Or  urge  the  flying  ball  ? 

W'hile  fome  on  earneft  bufmefs  bent 
Their  murmuring  labours  ply 
'Gainft  graver  hours,  that  bring  conftraint 
To  fweeten  liberty ; 
Some  bold  adventurers  difdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign. 
And  unknown  regions  dare  defcry : 
Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind. 
They  hear  a  voice  in  every  wind. 
And  fnatch  a  fearful  joy, 

*  And  bees  their  honey  redolent  of  fpring. 

Dryden's  Fable  on  the  Ptthag,  System. 

Gay 
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Gay  Hope  is  theirs,  by  Fancy  fed, 
Lefs  pleafing,  when  poffeft  ; 
The  tear  forgot  as  foon  as  fhed. 
The  funfhine  of  the  breaft  : 
Theirs  buxom  health,  of  rofy  hue ; 
Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new. 
And  lively  chear  of  vigour  born  ; 
The  thoughtlefs  day,  the  eafy  night, 
Thefpirits  pure,  the  flumbers  light. 
That  fly  th"  approach  of  morn. 

Alas,  regardlefs  of  their  doom. 
The  little  viflims  play  ! 
No  fenfe  have  they  of  ills  to  come. 
Nor  care  beyond  to-day. 
Yet  fee  how  all  around  them  wait 
The  minifters  of  human  fate. 
And  black  Misfortune's  baleful  train. 
Ah,  fliCW  them  where  in  ambufh  ftand 
To  feize  their  prey,  the  murtherous  band  I 
Ah,  tell  them,  they  are  men ! 

Thefe  fhall  the  fury  paflions  tear. 
The  vultures  of  the  mind, 
Difdainful  Anger,  pallid  Fear, 
And  Shame  that  fculks  behind  ; 
Cr  pining  Love,  fhall  wafte  their  youths 
Or  Jealoufy,  with  rankling  tooth. 
That  inly  gnaws  the  fecret  heart. 
And  Envy  wan,  and  faded  Care, 
Grim-vifag'd  comfortlefs  Defpair. 
And  Sorrow's  piercing  dart, 

Ambitioa 
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Ambition  this  (liall  tempt  to  rife. 
Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  high. 
To  bitter  Scorn  a  facrifice. 
And  grinning  Infamy, 
The  ftings  of  Falfehood  thofe  ftiall  try. 
And  hard  Unkindncfs'  alter'd  eye. 
That  mocks  the  tear  it  forc'd  to  flow ; 
And  keen  Remorfe,  with  blood  defil'd. 
And  moody  Madnefs  *  laughing  wild 
Amid  fevereft  woe. 

Lo,  in  the  vale  of  years  beneath 
A  grifly  troop  are  feen, 
The  painful  family  of  Death, 
More  hideous  than  their  Queen  : 
This  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  veins. 
That  every  labouring  finew  ftrains, 
Thofe  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage  : 
Lo,  Poverty,  to  fill  the  band. 
That  numbs  the  foul  with  icy  hand. 
And  flovz-confuming  Age. 

To  each  his  fufferings :  all  are  men, 
Condemn'd  alike  to  groan  ; 
The  tender  for  another's  pain. 
The  unfeeling  for  his  own. 

*  —  Madnefs  laughing  in  his  ireful  mood. 

Dryden's  Fable  of  Palamon  and  Arcite* 

Vol.  LXIV,  O  Yet 
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Yet  ah  !  why  Ihould  they  know  their  fate! 
Since  Sorrow  never  comes  too  late. 
And  Happinefs  too  fwiftly  flies. 
Thought  would  deftroy  their  paradife. 
No  more;  where  Ignorance  is  blifs, 
'Tis  folly  to  be  wife. 
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jEschylus,  in  Agamemnonk* 

J^AUGHTER  of  Jove,  relentlefs  Power, 

-*-^  Thou  tamer  of  the  human  breaft, 

Wliofe  iron  fcourge,  and  torturing  hour. 

The  bad  affright,  afflift  the  beft.! 

Bound  in  thy  adamantine  chain 

The  proud  are  taught  to  tafte  of  pain. 

And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 

With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied,  and  alone* 

When  firft  thy  fire  to  fend  on  earth 

Virtue,  his  darling  child,  defign'd. 

To  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth. 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 

Stern  rugged  nurfe;  thy  rigid  lore 

With  patience  many  a  year  (he  bore  : 

What  forrow  was,  thou  bad 'ft  her  know, 

And  from  her  own  flie  learn'd  to  melt  at  others  woe. 

Scar'd  at  thy  frown  terrific,  fly 
Self-pleafing  Folly's  idle  brood. 
Wild  Laughter,  Noife,  and  thoughtlefs  Joy, 
And  leave  us  leifure  to  be  good. 

O  z  Light 
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Lio-ht  they  difperfe,  and  with  them  go 

The  fummer  friend,  the  flattering  foe  ; 

By  vain  profperity  receiv'd. 

To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again  believ'd, 

Wifdom,  in  fable  garb  array'd, 

Iinmers'd  in  rapturous  thought  profound. 

And  Melancholy,  fdent  maid, 

\\  ith  leaden  eye,  that  loves  the  ground. 

Still  on  thy  folemn  fteps  attend  : 

Warm  Charity,  the  general  Friend, 

With  Juftice,  to  herfelf  fevere. 

And  Pity,  dropping  foft  the  fadly-pleafing  tear« 

Oh,  gently  on  thy  fuppliant's  head. 

Dread  goddefs,  lay  thy  ».  haftening  haad  1 

Not  in  thy  gorgon  terrors  clad. 

Nor  circled  with  the  vengeful  band 

(As  by  the  impious  thou  art  feen) 

With  thundering  voice,  and  threatening  mien. 

With  fcreaming  Horror's  funeral  cry, 

Defpair,  and  fell  Difeafe,  and  ghaftly  Po\'erty^ 

Thy  form  benign,  oh  goddefs  wear. 

Thy  milder  influence  impart. 

Thy  philofophic  train  be  there 

To  foften,  not  to  wound  my  heart. 

The  generous  fpark  extinfl  revive. 

Teach  me  to  lo\'e  and  to  forgive, 

•Exaft  my  own  defeds  to  fcan. 

What  others  are,  to  feeJj  and  know  myfelf  a  man, 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY 

WRITTEN    IN    A 

COUNTRY     CHURCH- YARD: 

^T^  H  E  Curfew  tolls  *  the  knell  of  parting  day. 

The  lowing  herd  wind  flowl)-  o'er  the  lea. 
The  plowman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way. 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darknefs  and  to  me. 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  landfcape  on  the  fight. 
And  all  the  air  a  folemn  ftillnefs  holds. 
Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning  flight. 
And  drov/fy  tinklings  lull  the  diftant  folds ; 

Save  that,  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tower. 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain 
Of  fuch  as,  wandering  near  her  fecret  bower, 
Molell  her  ancient  folitary  reign. 

Beneath  thofe  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  fliade. 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mouldering  heap. 
Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid. 
The  rude  Forefathers  of  the  hamlet  fleep. 

The  breezy  call  of  incenfe-breathing  Morn, 
The  fwallow  twittering  from  the  ftraw-built  fhed. 
The  cock's  flirill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn. 
No  more  fhall  rouze  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 

«:  _  ic  fquilla  dl  lontano 

♦*  Ch3  paia  '1  giorno  pianger,  che  fi  muore." 

Dante.  Furgat.  1.  ?. 
O  3  For 


39?  G  R  A  Y*S    P  O  E  M  S. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  fhall  bum. 
Or  bufy  houfewife  ply  her  evening  care  : 
No  children  run  to  lifp  their  fire's  return. 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kifs  to  fhare^ 

Oft  did  the  harveft  to  their  fickle  yield. 
Their  furrow  oft  the  ftubborn  glebe  has  broke  ;. 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield  ! 
How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  fturdy  ftroke  I 

Let  not  Ambition  mock  their  ufeful  toil. 
Their  homely  joys,  and  deftiny  obfcure; 
Nor  Grandeur  hear  with  a  difdainful  fmile. 
The  fliort  and  fimple  annals  of  the  poor. 

The  boaft  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave» 
Await  alike  th'  inevitable'hour. 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  gra^'C. 

Nor  you,  ye  Proud,  impute  to  thefe  the  fault. 
If  Memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raife, 
WTiere  through  the  long-drawn  aifie  and  fretted  vault. 
The  peeling  anthem  fwells  the  note  of  praife. 

Can  ftoried  urn  or  animated  buft 
Back  to  its  manfion  call  the  fleeting  breath  ? 
Can  Honour's  voice  provoke  the  filent  duft. 
Or  Flattery  foothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  Death  ? 

Perhaps  in  this  neglecfted  fpot  is  laid 
Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celeftial  fire  ; 
Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  fway'd. 
Or  wak'd  to  extafy  the  living  lyre, 

3  JBut 


ELEGY  IN   A  CHURCH-YARD.     299 

But  Knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page. 
Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  unroll  j 
Chili  Penury  reprefs'd  their  noble  rage. 
And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  foul, . 

Full  many  a  gem  of  pureft  ray  ferene. 
The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear : . 
Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blu(h  unfeen, . 
And  wafte  its  Aveetnefs  on  the  defert  air. 

Some  village- Hampden,  that  with  dauntlefs  breaft 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withftood; 
Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  reft. 
Some  Cromwell  guiltlefs  of  his  country's  blood. 

Th'  applaufe  of  liftening  fenates  to  command. 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  defpife. 
To  fcattef  plenty  o'er  a  fmiling  land,. 
And  read  their  hiftory  in  a  nation's  eyes. 

Their  lot  forbad  :  nor  circumfcrib'd  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confin'd  ; 
Forbad  to  wade  through  llaughter  to  a  throne. 
And  fhut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind. 

The  ftruggling  pangs  of  confcious  truth  to  hide,  , 
To  quench  the  blufhes  of  ingenuous  {hame» 
Or  heap  the  fhrine  of  Luxury  and  Pride 
With  incenfe  kindled  at  the  Mufe's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  ftrifcj 
Their  fober  wifhes  never  learn 'd  to  ftray  ; 
Along  the  cool  fequefter'd  vale  of  life 
Thfey  kept  the  noifelsfs  tenor  of  their  way, 

O  4  Yh 
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Yet  ev'n  thefe  bones  from  infult  to  protedl 

Some  frail  memorial  ft  ill  erefted  nigh. 

With  uncouth  rhymes  and  fnapelefs  fculpture  deck'd. 

Implores  thepaffing  tribute  of  a  figh. 

Their  name,  their  years,  fpelt  by  th'  unletter'd  Mufe, 
The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  fupply : 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  Ihe  ftrews. 
That  teach  the  ruftic  mcralift  to  die. 

For  who,  to  dumb  Forgetfulnefs  a  prey. 
This  pleaimg  anxious  being  e'er  refign'd. 
Left  the  warm  precinfts  of  the  chearful  day,     " 
Nor  caft  one  longing  lingering  look  behind  ? 

On  fome  fond  breaft  the  parting  foul  relies. 
Some  pious  drops  the  clofing  eye  requires  ; 
Ev'n  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  Nature  cries, 
*  Ev'n  in  our  afhes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

For  thee,  who,  mindful   of  th'  unhonour'd  Dead, 
Doft  in  thefe  lines  their  artlefs  tale  relate ; 
If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led. 
Some  kindred  Spirit  Ihall  enquire  thy  fate. 

Haply -fome  hoary- headed  Swain  may  fay, 
\  "  Oft  have  we  feen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn 
"  Bruihing  with  hafty  fteps  the  dews  away 
*'  To  meet  the  fun  upon  the  upland  lawn. 

■*  "  Clw  veggio  nel  penfier,  dolce  mio  fuoco, 
"  Fredda  una  lingua,  &  due  begli  occhi  chiuG 
*''  Rimaner  doppo  noi  pien  di  faville." 

i-'iTRARCH,  Son.  169. 

"  There 
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**  There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech 
"  That  wreathes  its  old  fantafdc  roots  fo  high, 
**  His  liftlefs  length  at  noontide  would  he.ftretch, 
**  And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  bubbles  by. 

•'  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  fmiling  as  in  fcorn, 
**  Muttering  his  wayward  fancies  he -would  rove, 
•*  N^w  drooping  woeful  wan,  like  one  forlorn, 
*'  Or  craz'd  with  care,  or  crofs'd  in  hopelefs  love. 

•*  One  morn  I  mifs'd  him  on  the  cuftom'd  hUl, 
**  Along  the  heath  and  near  his  favourite  tree ; 
**  Another  came ;  nor  yet  befide  the  rill, 
*'  Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he  ; 

*'  The  next  with  dirges  due  in  fad  array 
**  Slow  through  the  church-way  path  we  faw  him  borne, 
*•  Approach  and  read  (for  thou  canft  read)  the  lay, 
*'  Grav'd  on  the  ftone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn." 
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TT  ERE  reRs  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  Earth 
A  youth  to  fortur-e  and  to  fame  unknown. 
Fair  Science  frown'u  not  on  his  humble  birth. 
And  Melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 

Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  foul  fincere. 
Heaven  did  a  recompence  as  largely  fend : 
He  gave  to  Mifery  all  he  had,  a  tear  ; 
He  gain'd  from  Heaven  ('twas  all  he  wifh'd)  a  friend. 
1  No 
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No  farther  feek  his  merits  to  difclofe. 
Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 
(  *  There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repofej 
The  bofora  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 

^  ^preventofafpeme.  Petrarch.  Son.  114^. 
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Ae  to  'S3M  tfyiYiViUV  ^cPii^H,      PlUDAR.  OlYMP,  II, 


ADVERTISEMENT, 

WHEN  the  Author  firft  publiflied  this  and  the  fol- 
lowing Ode,  he  was  advifed,  even  by  his  Friends, 
to  fubjoin  fome  few  explanatory  Notes;  but  had 
too  much  refpeft  for  the  underftanding  of  his  Readers 
to  take  that  liberty. 

I.    I. 

*     AWAKE,  ^olian  lyre,  awake. 

And  give  to  rapture  all  thy  trembling  ftrings. 
From  Helicon's  harmonious  fprings 
A  thoufand  rills  their  mazy  progrels  take : 

*  Awake,  my  glory  :  awake,  lute  and  harp. 

David's  Psalms. 

Pindar  ftyles  his  ov/n  poetry  with  its  mufical  accompanyments, 
A(o?uj»j  lA.oK'itYi,  Alo'hi^ii;  ^of^alf  Alo?d^ci}v  tiTvoul  a.u?\uv, 
^olian  fong,  ^olian  firings,  the  breath  of  the  ^olian  flute. 

The 
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The  laughing  flowers,  that  round  them  blow^ 

Drink  life  and  fragrance  as  they  flow. 

Now  the  rich  ftream  of  mufic  winds  along. 

Deep,  majeftic,  fmooth,  and  ftrong. 

Through  verdant  vales,  and  Ceres'  golden  reign  : 

Now  rolling  down  the  fteep  amain. 

Headlong,  impetuous,  fee  it  pour  : 

The  rocks,  and  nodding  groves,  rebellow  to  the  roar. 

I.   2. 

*  Oh !  Sovereign  of  the  willing  foul. 
Parent  of  fweet  and  folemn-breathing  airs. 
Enchanting  fliell !  the  fullen  Cares, 

And  frantic  Pafllons,  hear  thy  foft  controul^ 

On  Thracia's  hills  the  Lord  of  War 

Has  curb'd  the  fury  of  his  car. 

And  drop'd  his  thirfty  lance  at  thy  command. 

+  Perching  on  the  fcepter'd  hand 

The  fubjeft  and  Cmile,  as  ufual  with  Pindar,  are  united. 
The  various  fources  of  poetry,  which  gives  life  and  luftre  to  all 
jt  touches,  are  here  defcribed  ;  its  quiet  majeftic  progrefs  enrich- 
ing every  fubje£l  (otherwife  dry  and  barren)  with  a  pomp  of 
diftion  and  luxuriant  harmony  of  numbers  ;  and  its  more  rapid 
and  irrefiftible  courfe,  when  fwoln  and  hurried  away  by  the  con- 
flidt  of  tumultuous  paiTions. 

*  Power  of  harmony  to  calm  the  turbulent  fallies  of  the  fou!. 
The  thoughts  are  borrowed  from  tiie  fiift  Pythian  of  Pindar. 

f  This  is  a  faiat  imitation  of  feme  incomparable  lines  in  the 
iamc  Ode. 
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•Of  Jove,  thy  magic  lulls  the  feather'd  king 
With  ruffled  plumes,  and  flagging  wing  : 
Quench'd  in  dark  clouds  of  llumber  lie 
The  terror  of  his  beak,  and  lightning  of  his  ej-e, 

I.    3. 

*  Thee  the  voice,  the  dance,  obey, 
Temper'd  to  thy  warbled  lay. 

O'er  Idalia's  velvet-green 
The  rofy-crowned  Loves  are  feen. 
On  Cytherea's  day 

With  antic  fports,  and  blue-ey'd  pleafures^ 
Frifking  light  in  frolic  meafures ; 
Now  purfuing,  now  retreating. 
Now  in  circling  troops  they  meet : 
To  brilk  notes  in  cadence  beating 
•^  Glance  their  man}'-twinkling  feet. 
Slow  melting  ftrains  their  Queen's  approach  declare;  ' 
Where'er  Hie  turns,  the  Graces  homage  pa}'. 
With  arts  fublimc,  that  float  upon  the  air. 
In  gliding  ftate  fhe  wins  her  eafy  way  ; 
O'er  her  warm  cheek,  and  rifing  bofora,  move 
Jf  The  bloon  oi  young  Defire,  and  purple  light  of 
Lovt. 

*  Power  of  harmony  to   produce  all  the  graces  of  motion  in 
the  body. 

Homer.  Od.  0» 

Ilapeiwt  ^uf  'scuT<^»      Phrynichcs,  apud  Athenjeum* 

II.  u 
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11.  I. 

*  Man's  feeble  race  what  ills  await. 
Labour,  ^nd  Penury,  the  racks  of  Pain, 
Difeafe,  and  Sorrow's  weeping  train. 

And  Death,  fad  refuge  from  the  ftorms  of  Fate-I 

The  fond  complaint,  my  fong,  difprove. 

And  juftify  the  laws  of  Jove. 

Say,  has  he  given  in  vain  the  heavenly  Mufe  ? 

Night,  and  all  her  fickly  dews. 

Her  fpedres  wan,  and  birds  of  boding  cry. 

He  gives  to  range  the  dreary  fky  : 

'r  Till  down  the  eaftern  cliffs  afar 

Hyperion's  march  they  fpy,  and  glittering  (hafts  of 

war. 

II.   2. 

:{:  In  climes  beyond  the  folar  |j  road. 
Where  fhaggy  forms  o'er  ice-built  mountains  roam. 
The  Mufe  has  broke  the  twilight-gloom 
To  chear  the  fliivering  native's  dull  abode. 

*  To  compenfate  the  real  andlm^lnary  ills  of  life,  the  Mufe 
was  given  to  mankind  by  the  fame  Providence  that  fends  the  day, 
by  its  cheaiful  prefence,  to  difpel  the  gloom  and  terrors  of  the 
night. 

-j-  Or  feen  the  morning's  well-appointed  ftar 

Come  marching  up  the  eaftern  hills  afar.  Cowlet. 

"l   Extenfi  ve  influence  of  poetic  genius  over  the  remoteft  anfi 

moft  uncivilized  nations  :  its   connexion  with  liberty,    and  the 

^rtues  that   naturally  attend  on  it.     [See  the  Erfe,  Norwegian^ 

and  Welfti  Fragments,  the  Lapland  and  American  fongs.] 

II  "  Extra  anni  folifque  vias — "  Vir/;il. 

■*'  Tutta  lontana  dal  camin  del  fole."    Pet&arch,  CaKzon  a. 

And 
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And  oft,  beneath  the  odorous  (hade 
^  Of  Chili's  boundlefs  forefts  laid. 
She  deigns  to  hear  the  favage  youth  repeat 
In  loofe  numbers  wildly  fvveet 
Their  feather-cinftur'd  chiefs,  and  duflcy  loves. 
.Her  track,  where'er  the  goddefs  roves. 
Glory  purfue,  and  generous  Shame, 
Th'  unconquerable  mind,  and  Freedom's  holy  flame, 

*  Woods,  that  wave  o'er  Delphi's  fteep, 
Ifles,  that  crown  th'  JEgean  deep. 
Fields,  that  cool  Iliffus  laves. 

Or  where  Mxander's  amber  waves 
In    lingeiing  labyrinths  creep. 
How  do  your  tuneful  Echoes  languifh 
Mute,  but  to  the  voice  of  Anguiih  ? 
Where  each  old  poetic  mountain 
Infpiration  breath'd  around  : 
Every  ihade  and  hallow 'd  fountain 
Murmur'd  deep  a  folemn  found  : 

*  Progrefs  of  Poetry  from  Greece  to  Italy,  and  from  Italy  to 
England.  Chaucer  was  not  unacquainted  with  the  writings  of 
Dante,  or  of  Petrarch.  The  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  Sir  Thomas 
Wyatt,  had  travelled  in  Italy,  and  had  formed  their  tafte  there'^ 
Spenfer  imitated  the  Italian  writers ;  Milton  improved  on  them  : 
lut  this  fchool  expired  foon  after  the  Reftoration,  and  a  new  oae 
arofe  on  the  F  rench  model,  which  has  fubfifted  ever  fince. 

Till 
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Till  the  fad  Nine,  in  Greece's  evil  hour. 

Left  their  Parnaffus,  for  the  Latian  plains. 

Alike  they  fcorn  the  pomp  of  t}'rant-po\ver. 

And  coward  Vice,  that  revels  in  her  chains. 

When  Latium  had  her  lofty  fpirit  loft. 

They  fought,  oh  Albion !  next  thy  fea-encircled  coaft» 

III.    I. 
Far  from  the  fun  and  fummer-gale. 
In  thy  green  lap  was  Nature's  *  darling  laid. 
What  time,  where  lucid  Avon  ftray'd. 
To  him  the  mighty  mother  did  unveil 
Her  awful  face  :  The  dauntlefs  child 
Stretch'd  forth  his  little  arms,  and  fmil'd. 
This  pencil  take  (fhe  faid)  whofe  colours  clear 
Kichly  paint  the  vernal  year : 
Thine  too  thcfe  golden  keys,  immortal  boy ! 
This  can  unlock  the  gates  of  Joy  ; 
Of  Horror  that,  and  thrilling  Fears, 
Or  ope  the  facred  faurce  of  fyinpathetic  Tears, 

III.     2. 

Nor  fecond  he  +,  that  rode  fublimc 
Upon  the  feraph-wings  of  Extafy, 
The  fecrets  of  th'  abyfs  to  fpy. 
$  He  pafs'd  the  flaming  bounds  of  Place  and  Time : 

*  Shakefpeare. 

f  Milton. 

J  "  — flamraaniia  mcenia  mundi."  Lwcretius. 

The 
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*  The  living  throne,  the  fapphire-blaze. 
Where  Angels  tremble,  while  they  gaze. 
He  faw  ;  but,  blafted  with  excefs  of  light, 
+  Clos'd  hise}'es  in  endlefs  night. 
Behold,  where  Dryden's  lefs  prefumptuous  car. 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  of  Glory  bear 
t  Two  courfesof  etlrereal  race, 

§  With  necks  in  thunder  cloath'd,  and  long-refound- 
ing  pace. 

III.     3. 
Hark,  his  hands  the  lyre  explore  ! 
Bright-ey'd  Fancy  hovering  o'er 
Scatters  from  her  piccur'd  urn 
II  Thoughts,  that  breathe,  and  words,  that  burn. 
**  But  ah  !  'tis  heard  no  more — 

'•■  For  the  fpirit  of  the  living  creature  was  In   the  vvhsels — And 

above  the  firmament,  that  was  over  their  heads,  was  the  likenefs 

ol'a  throne,  as  the  appearance  of  a  fapphire-ftone. — This  was  the 

appearance  of  the  glory  of  the  Lord.  Ezekiel  i.  20,26,2?, 

I  '0(p^ci?^[yiiv  y.\v  a-^^ai'  ^i^a  ^  iihTav  uotarj'j,  HoM.Od. 

;J:  Meant  to  exprefs  the  ftately  march  and  founding  energy 
of  Drydea's  rhymes. 

§    Haft  thou  c'oathed  his  neck  with  thunder  ?  Joe. 

II  Words,  that  weep,  and  tears,  that  fpeak.         Cov/ley. 

**  We  have  had,  in  our  langung",  no  other  odes  of  the  fu- 
blime  kind,  than  that  of  Dryden  on  St.  Cecilia'sday  :  for  Cowley 
(who  had  his  merit)  yet  wanted  judgement,  (lyle,  and  harmony, 
for  fuch  a  tafk.  That  of  Pope  is  not  worthy  of  fo  great  a  man. 
Mr  Mafon,  indeed,  of  late  days,  has  touched  the  true  chords, 
and  with  a  mafterly  hand,  in  fome  of  his  Chorufes — above  all,  in 
the  laft  of  Caradlacus. 

H;.rk  !  heard  ye  not  yon  footflep  dread  ?  &C, 

Vol.  LXIV.  P  Oh! 
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Oh  !  lyre  divine,  what  daring  fpirit 

Wakes  thee  now  ?  though  he  inherit 

Nor  the  pride,  nor  ample  pinion, 

*  That  the  Theban  eagle  bear 

Sailing  with  fupreme  dominion 

Through  the  azure  deep  of  air  : 

Yet  oft  before  his  infant  eyes  would  run 

Such  forms,  as  glitter  in  the  Mufe's  ray 

With  orient  hues,  unborrow'd  of  the  fun  : 

Yet  fhall  he  mount,  and  keep  his  dillant  way 

Beyond  the  limits  of  a  vulgar  fate, 

Beneath  the  good  how  far — but  far  above  the  great. 

*  A»o?  Trpo^E  opi)(a,  ^cHov.  OJymp.  2.  Pindar  compare* 
bimfelfto  that  bird,  and  his  enemies  to  ravens  that  croak  and 
clamour  in  vain  below,  while  it  purfues  its  flight,  regardlsfs  of 
their  noife. 
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BARD. 

A      PINDARIC      ODE. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  following  Ode  is  founded  on  a  tradition  current 
in  Wales,  that  Edward  the  Firft,  when  he  corn- 
pleated  the  conqueft  of  that  country,  ordered  all 
the  Bards,  that  fell  into  his  handsj  to  be  put  tOL 
death. 

I.     r. 

*  "Q    U  I  N  feize  thee,  ruthlefs  king  ! 
•*•       *  Coufufion  on  thy  banners  wait, 

*  Though,  fann'd  by  Conqueft "s  crimfon  wing, 

*  *  They  mock  the  air  with  idle  ftate. 

*  Helm,  nor  +  hauberk's  twifted  mail, 

*  Nor  e'en  thy  virtues,  tyrant,  fhall  avail 

*  To  fave  thy  fecret  foul  from  nightly  fears, 

*  From  Cambria's  curfe  from  Cambria's  tears  I 

*  Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  fpread. 

Shakespe  are's  King  Johx, 

•f-  The  hauberk  was  a  texture  of  fteel  ringlets,  or  rings  inter- 
woven, form'mg  a  coat  of  mail,  that  fat  dofe  to  the  body,  and 
adapted  itfelf  to  every  motion. 

P  2  Such 
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Such  were  the  founds,  that  o'er  the  *  crefted  pride 
Of  the  firft  Edward  fcatter'd  wild  difraay. 
As  down  the  fteep  of  t  Snowdon's  fhaggy  fide 
He  wound  with  toilfome  march  his  long  array. 
Stout  :|:  Gio'fter  ftood  aghaft  in  fpeechlefs  trance : 
To  arms  !  cried  §  Mortimer,  and  couch'd  his  quivering 
lance. 

I.      2. 

Qn  a  rock,  whofe  haughty  brow 
Frowns  o'er  old  Conway's  foaming  flood, 
Rob'd  in  the  fable  garb  of  woe. 
With  huggard  eyes  the  Poet  ftood  ; 
(II  Loofe  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair 
**  Stream'd,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air) 

*  —  The  crefted  adder's  pride.  Dryden's  Indian  Queen. 

•f-  Snowdon  was  a  name  given  by  the  Saxons  to  that  moun- 
tainous trad,  which  the  We'/h  themfclves  call  Craigian-eryri  :  it 
included  all  the  highlands  tf  Caernarvonfhire  and  Merionethfhire, 
as  far  eafl  as  the  river  Conway.  R.  Hygden,  fpeaking  of  the  caftle 
of  Conw.iy,  built  by  King  Edward  the  firft,  fays,  "  Ad  ortum 
"  amnis  Conway  ad  divum  montis  Eiery;"  and  Matthew  of 
Weftminder,  (ad  ann.  1283,)  "  Apud  Aberconway  ad  pedes 
*'  montis  Snowdoniae  fecit  eiigi  cafJrum  forte." 

J  Gilbert  de  Clare,  furnamed  the  Red,  Earl  of  Glou-cefter  and 
Hei  tf.  rd,  fon-in-law  to  King  Edward. 

§  Edmond  de  Mortimer,  Lord  of  Wigmore. 

They  both  were  Lords-Marchers,  whofe  lands  lay  on  the  borders 
of  Wales,  and  prob.ibly  accompanied  the  king  ia  his  expedition. 

II  The  image  was  taken  from  the  well-known  pidtUre  of  Raphael, 
reprefenting  the  Supreme  Being  in  the  vifion  of  Ezekiel  :  there  are 
two  of  thefe  paintings  (both  believed  original,)  one  at  Florence, 
the  other  at  Paris. 

*■*  Shone,  like  a  meteor,  flreaming  to  the  wind. 

Miltok's  Paradise  Lost. 
And 
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And  with  a  mafter's  hand,  and  prophet's  fire. 

Struck  the  deep  forrows  of  his  lyre. 

'  Hark,  how  each  giant-oak,  and  defert  cave, 

*  Sif^hs  to  the  torrent's  aweful  voice  beneath  ! 

'  O'er  thee,  oh  King  !  their  hundred  arms  they  weave, 

*  Revenge  on  thee  in  hoarfer  murmurs  breathe ; 

*  Vocal  no  more,  fince  Cambria's  fatal  day, 

*  To  high-born  Hoel's  harp,  or  foft  Llewellyn's  lay, 

I.     3. 
'  Cold  isCadvvallo's  tongue, 
'  That  hufh'd  the  ftormy  main ; 

*  Brave  Urien  fleeps  upon  his  craggy  bed : 

*  Mountains,  ye  mourn  in  vain 

*  Modred,  whofe  magic  fong 

Made  huge  Plinlimmon  bow  his  cloud-top'd  head, 

*  *  On  dreary  Arvon's  Ihore  they  lie, 

*  Smear'd  with  gore,  and  ghaftly  pale  : 

*  Far,  far  aloof  th'  affrighted  ravens  fail : 

*  The  famifn'd  +  eagle  fcreams,  and  pafTes  by. 

■■'■■  The  fliorcs  of  Caernarvonihire  oppofite  to  the  lile  of 
Anglefey. 

-f-  Camden  and  others  obferve,  that  eagles  ufed  annually  to 
build  their  aerie  among  the  rocks  of  Snowdon,  which  from  thence 
(as  fome  think)  were  named  by  the  Welfli  Craiglan-eryri,  or  the 
crags  of  the  eagles.  At  this  day  (I  am  told)  the  higheft  point  of 
Snowdon  is  called  The  Eagle'' s  Ncfl.  That  bird  is  certainly  no  ftran- 
ger  to  this  iiland,  as  the  bcots,  and  the  people  of  Cumberland, 
■Weftmoreland,  &c.  can  teftify  :  it  even  has  built  its  neil  in  the 
Peak  of  Derbyfliire.  [See  Willou-hby's  Ornithol,  publiftied  by 
Ray.] 

P  3  *♦  Dear 
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*  Dear  loft  companions  of  my  tuneful  art, 

*  *  Dear,  as  the  light  that  vilits  thefe  fad  eyes, 

*  Dear,  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart, 

*  Ye  died  amidft  your  dying  country's  cries — 

*  No  more  I  weep.     They  do  not  fleep. 

*  Cn  yonder  cliffs,  a  griefly  band, 

*  I  fee  them  fit,  they  linger  yet, 
'  Avengers  of  their  nati\'e  land  : 

*  With  me  in  dreadful  harmony  they  join, 

*  And  +  weave  with  bloody  hands  the  tiffue  of  thy  line. 

II.     I. 

*•  Weave  the  warp,  and  weave  the  woof, 

"  The  winding-lheet  of  Edward's  race. 

*'  Give  ample  room,  and  verge  enough 

"  The  charafters  of  hell  to  trace. 

"  Mark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 

'*  "^  When  Severn  fhall  re-echo  with  affright 

"  The  fhrieks  of  death,  thro'  Berkley's  roofs  that  ring; 

**  Shrieks  of  an  agonizing  King; 

*'  II  She-wolf  of  France,  with  unrelenting  fangs, 

*  As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops, 

That  vifit  my  fad  heart.  Shakesp.Jul.  Caisaji. 

f  See  the  Norwegian  Ode,  that  follows. 
J  Edward  the  fecond,  cruelly  butchered  in  Berkley-caftle. 
H  Ifdbel  of  France,  Edward  the  Secood's  adulterous  Queen. 

«  That 
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■^^  That  tears  the  bowels  of  thy  mangled  Mate, 
"  *  From  thee  be  born,  who  o'er  thy  country  hangs 
•«'  The  fcourge  of  Heaven.     What  terrors  round  him 

"  wait  ! 
**  Amazement  in  his  van,  with  Flight  combin'd  ; 
*♦  And  Sorrow's  faded  form,  and  Solitude  behind. 

II.     2. 
"  Mighty  Vidor,  mighty  Lord, 
"  +  Low  on  his  funeral  couch  he  lies ! 
"  No  pitying  heart,  no  eye,  afford 
"  A  tear  to  grace  his  obfequies. 
"  Is  the  fable  +  Warrior  fled  ? 
"  Thy  fon  is  gone.     He  refts  among  the  Dead. 
*'  The  Swarm,  that  in  the  noon-tide  beam  were  born  ; 
•'  Gone  to  falute  the  rifing  Morn. 
"  Fair  II  laughs  the  Morn,  and  foft  the  Zephyr  blows, 
"  While  proudly  riding  o'er  the  azure  realm 
**  In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  velTel  goes; 
"  Youth  on  the  prow,  and  Pleafure  at  the  helm  ; 
"  Regardlefs  of  the  fweeping  Whirlwind's  fway, 
*'  That,  hufh'd  in  grim  repofe,  expedshis  evening-prey. 

*  Triumphs  of  Edward  the  Third  in  France. 

f  Death  of  that  King,  abandoned  by  his  cliildren,  and  even 
robbed  in  his  laft  moments  by  his  courtiers  and  his  miftrefs. 

J  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  dead  foraetime  before  his  father, 

11  Magnificence  of  Richard  the  Second's  reign.  See  Froiflard, 
■and  olher  contemporary  writers. 

P  4  II.    3' 


3i6  G  R  A  Y  •  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

II.  3. 
"  *  Fill  high  the  fparkling  bowl, 
*•  The  rich  repaft  prepare  : 
"  Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  maj-  fhare  the  feaft  : 
*'  Clofe  hy  the  regal  chair 
"  Fell  Thirft  and  Famine  fcowl 
*'  A  baleful  fmile  upon  their  baffled  gueft. 
"  Heard  ye  the  din  of  t  battle  bray, 
"  Lance  to  lance,  and  horfe  to  horfe  ! 
*'  Long  years  of  havock  urge  their  deftin'd  courfe, 
•'  And  through  the  kindred  fquadrons  mow  their  way, 
*'  Ye  towers  of  Julius  1,  London's  lafting  (hame, 
*'  With  man)-  a  foul  and  midnight  murther  fed, 
"  Revere  his  [1  Confort's  faith,  his  Father's  §  fame, 
•'  And  fpare  the  meek  5  Ufurper"s  holy  head. 

*  Richard  the  Second  (as  we  ars  told  by  archbifKop  Scroop  and 
the  ccnfederaie  Lords  in  their  manifefto,  by  Thomas  of  Walfing- 
ham,  and  all  the  older  writers)  was  ftarved  to  death.  The  ftory 
of  his  affaffination  by  Sir  Piers  of  Exon,  is  cf  much  later 
date. 

-f-  Ruinous  civil  wars  of  York  and  Lancafter. 

;^  Henry  the  Sixth,  George  Duke  of  Clarence,  Edward  the  Fifth, 
P.ichard  Duke  of  York,  &c.  believed  to  be  murdered  fecretly  in 
the  Tower  of  London.  The  oldeft  part  of  that  llrufture  is  vul- 
garly attributed  to  Julius  Caefar. 

11  Margaret  of  Anjou,  a  woman  of  heroic  fpirit,  who  ftrug^led 
hard  to  fave  her  hufband  and  her  crown. 

§  Henry  the  Fifth. 

^  Henry  the  Sixth  very  near  being  canonized,  The  line  of 
Lancafter  had  no  right  of  inheritance  to  the  crown. 

"  Above 
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*'  Above,  below,  the  *  rofe  of  {now, 

"  Twiii'd  with  herblufhing  foe  we  fpread  : 

*'  The  briftled  +  boar  in  infant  gore 

*'  Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  ll\ade. 

*'  Now,  Brothers,  bending  o'er  th'accurfed  loom, 

"  Stamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his  doom, 

III.     I. 
*'  Edward,  lo  !  to  fudden  fate 
*'  (Weave  we  the  woof.     The  thread  is  fpun). 
*'  :}:  Half&f  thy  heart  we  confecrate. 
"  (The  web  is  wove.     The  work  is  done.)" 

*  Stav,  oh  flay !  nor  thus  forlorn 

*  Leave  me  unblefs'd,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn  : 

*  In  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  weflern  Ikies, 

*  They  melt,  they  vanifh  from  my  eyes. 

'  But  oh  !  what  folemn  fcenes  on  Snowdon's  height 

*  Defcending  flow  their  glittering  {kirts  unroll  ? 

*  Vifions  of  glory,  fpare  my  aching  fight 

*  Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  foul ! 

*  The  white  and  red  rofes,  devices  of  York  and  Lancaflcr. 

-}•  The  filver-boar  was  the  badge  -of  Richard  the  Third ; 
whence  he  was  ufually  known  in  his  own  time  by  the  name  of 
The  Boar. 

%  Eleanor  of  Caftile  died  a  few  years  after  the  conqueft  of 
Wa'es.  The  heroic  proof  flie  gave  of  her  afteftion  for  her  Lord 
is  well  known.  The  monuments  of  his  regret,  and  forrow  for  the 
lofs  of  her,  are  ftill  to  be  feen  at  Northampton,  Geddington,  Wal- 
tham,  and  other  places. 

2  *  No 
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«  No  more  our  long-loft  *  Arthur  we  bewail. 

*  All-hail,  +  ye  genuine  Kings ;  Britannia's  iiTue,  hail ! 

III.      2. 

*  Girt  with  many  a  Baron  bold 

*  Sublime  their  ftarry  fronts  they  rear ; 

*  And  gorgeous  Dames  and  Statefmen  old, 

*  In  bearded  majerty,  appear. 

*  In  the  midft  a  Form  divine  ! 

*  Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton-line; 

*  Her  lion-port  J,  her  awe-commanding  face,  • 

*  Attemper'd  fweet  to  virgin-grace. 

*  What  llrings  fymphonious  tremble  in  the  air, 

*  What  {trains  of  vocal  tranfport  round  her  play  ; 

*  Hear  from  the  grave,  great  Talieffin  ||,  hear  ; 

*  They  breathe  a  foul  to  animate  thy  clay, 

*  It  was  the  common  belief  of  the  Weldi  nation,  that  King 
Arthur  was  ftiil  alive  in  Fairy-land,  and  fliould  return  again  to 
reign  over  Britain. 

■\  Both  Merlin  and  Talieflin  had  prophefied,  that  the  We'iTj 
fhnuld  regain  their  fovereignty  over  this  illand  ;  which  feemed  to 
be  accomplifhed  in  the  Houfe  of  Tudor. 

^  Speed,  relating  an  audience  given  by  Queen  Elizabeth  to 
Paul  DziaiinHci,  ambaflador  of  Poland,  fays,  'And  thus  fhe,  I'lon- 
'  like  rifing,  daunted  the  malapert    orator  no  lefe  with  her  ftately 

*  port  and  majeftical  deporture,    than  with  the  tartnefle  of  her 

*  princelie  chekes. 

II  Talieflin,  Chief  of  the  Bards,  flourifhed  in  the  fixth  century. 
His  works  are  ftill  preftrved,  and  his  memory  held  in  high  vene«» 
latlon  among  his  countrymen* 

«  Eright 
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*  Bright  rapture  calls,  and  foaring,  as  fhe  fings, 

*  Waves  in  the  eye  of  heaven  her  many-colour'd  wings. 

HI.   3. 

'  The  verfe  adorn  again 

*  *  Fierce  War,  and  foithful  Love, 

*  And  Truth  fevere,  by  fairy  Fiflion  dreft. 

*  In  t  buflcin'd  meafures  move 

*  Pale  Grief,  and  pleafing  Pain, 

*  With  Horror,  Tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breaft« 

*  A  ij;  Voice,  as  of  the  Cherub-choir, 

*  Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear; 

'   II  And  diftant  vvarblings  leffen  on  my  ear, 

*  That  loft  in  long  futuritj  expire. 

'  Fond  impious  Man,  think'ft  thou,  yon  fanguine  cloud, 

*  Rais'd  by  thy  breath,  has  quench'd  the  Orb  of  day  ? 

*  To-morrow  he  repairs  tl.e  golden  flood, 

*  And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 

*  Enough  for  me  :  With  joy  I  fee 

*  The  different  doom  our  Fates  allign. 

*  Be  thine  Defpair,  and  fcepter'd  Care  ; 

*  To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  mine.' 

He  fpoke,  and  headlong  from  the-  mountain's  height 
Deep  in  the  roaring  tide  he  plung'd  to  endlefs  night. 

*  Fierce  wars  and  faithful  loves  iliall  moralize  my  fong. 

Spenser's  Pro'eme  to  the  Fairy  ^een, 
■\  Shakefpeare.  J  Milton. 

II  The  fucceflion  of  poets  afier  Milton's  time. 

THE 
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FATAL       SISTERS. 
AN        ODE*. 

(FROM     THE     NORSE-TONGUE,) 
IN       THE 

ORCADES  of  Thor  MODUS  Torf^eus 
H  A  F  N  I  ^,    1697,    Folioj    and   alfo  in   B  a  r- 

T  H  O  L  I   N  U   S. 

VITT     ER     OFRIT     FYRIR     VALFALLI,    &X, 

*  The  Author  once  had  thoughts  (in  concert  with  a 
friend)  of  giving  •'  The  Kiltury  of  Engli/li  Poetry:" 
In  the  IntrodiK^ion  to  it  he  meant  to  have  produced  fonie 
fpecimens  of  th.'  Style  t!iat  reigned  in  ancient  times  among 
the  neighbouring  nations,  or  thofe  who  had  fubdued  the 
greater  part  of  this  ifl  ind,  and  wer^  our  progenitors ;  the 
following  three  imitations  made  a  part  of  them.  lie  has 
long  fince  dropped  his  defign,  efpecially  after  he  had  heard 
that  it  was  already  in  the  hands  of  a  perfon  well  qualified  to 
do  it  juftlce,  both  by  his  lafte,  and  his  refearches  into  an- 
tiquity. 
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PREFACE. 

N  the  eleventh  century,  Srgurd,  Earl  of  the  Orkney- 
iflands,  went  with  a  fleet  of  fliips  and  a  confiderable 
body  of  troops  into  Ireland,  to  the  affiftance  of  Sidryg 
with  the  Silken  Beard,  who  was  then  making  war  on 
his  father-in-law  Brian,  King  of  Dublin:  the  Earl 
and  all  his  forces  were  cut  to  pieces;  and  Siftryg  was 
in  danger  of  a  total  defeat ;  but  the  enemy  had  a 
greater  lofs,  by  the  death  of  Brian,  their  king,  who 
fell  in  the  aftion.  On  Chriftmas-day,  (the  day  of  the 
battle,)  a  native  of  Caithnefs,  in  Scotland,  faw  at  a 
diftance,  a  number  of  perfons  on  hodeback,  riding 
full  fpeed  towards  a  hill,  and  feeming  to  enter  into  it. 
Curiofity  led  him  to  follow  them,  till,  locking  through 
an  opening  in  the  rocks,  he  faw  twelve  gigantic  figures, 
refembling  women  :  they  were  all  employed  about  a 
loom ;  and  as  they  wove,  they  fung  the  following 
dreadful  fong ;  which  when  they  had  finifhed,  they 
tore  the  web  into  twelve  pieces,  and  (each  taking  her 
portion)  galloped  fix  to  the  north,  and  as  many  to  the 
fouth. 
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FATAL    SISTERS. 

AN      ODE. 

O  VV  the  ftorm  begins  to  lour, 
(Hafte,  the  loom  of  hell  prepare,} 
*  Iron-fleet  of  arrowy  (hower 
+  Hurtles  in  the  darkened  air. 

Glittering  lances  are  the  loom. 
Where  the  du(ky  warp  we  drain. 
Weaving  many  a  foldier's  doom, 
Orkney's  woe,  and  Randver's  bane. 

See  the  griefly  texture  grow, 
('Tis  ofhuman  entrails  made,) 
And  the  weights  that  play  below. 
Each  a  gafping  warrior's  head. 

Note  —  The  Valkyriur  were  female  divlnitU's,  fervants  of  Odlit 
(or  Woden)  in  the  Gotliic  mythology.  Their  name  fignifies 
chufers  of  the  flain.  They  were  mounfed  on  fwift  horfes,  with 
drawn  fwords  in  their  hands  ;  and  in  the  throng  of  battle  fcledled 
fuchas  wcredeftincd  to  flaughtcr,  and  condufled  them  to  Valka'.la, 
the  hall  of  Odin,  or  paradife  of  the  brave  ;  where  they  attended 
the  banquet,  and  ferved  the  departed  heroes  with  hori:is  of  mead 
and  ale. 

'•'*  How  quick  they  wheel'd  ;  and  flying,  behind  them  fliot 
Sharp  fleet  of  arrowy  fliower  ■^Milton's  Par.  Reg. 

•J-  The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air. 

Shakespeare's  Jul.C>isar, 

Shafts 
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Shafts  for  fhuttles,  dipt  in  gore. 
Shoot  the  trembling  cords  along  ; 
Sword,  that  6nce  a  monarch  bore. 
Keep  the  tiffue  clofe  and  ftrong. 

Mifta  black,  terrific  maid, 
Sangrida,  and  Hilda  fee. 
Join  the  wayward  work  to  aid  ; 
*Tis  the  woof  of  vidlory. 

Ere  the  ruddy  fun  be  fet. 
Pikes  miift  fhiver,  javelins  fing. 
Blade  with  clattering  buckler  meet. 
Hauberk  crafh,  and  helmet  ring. 

(Weave  tlie  crimfon  web  of  war,) 
iet  us  go,  and  let  us  fly. 
Where  our  friends  the  conflift  fhare. 
Where  they  triumph,  where  they  die. 

As  the  paths  of  fate  we  tread. 
Wading  through  th'  enfanguin'd  field  : 
Gondula,  and  Geira,  fpread 
O'er  the  youthful  king  yourfhield. 

We  the  reins  to  (laughter  give. 
Ours  to  kill,  and  ours  to  fpare  : 
Spite  of  danger  he  fhall  live. 
(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war) 

They,  whom  once  the  defert-beach 
Pent  within  its  bleak  domain. 
Soon  their  ample  fway  fliall  ftretch 
O'er  the  plenty  of  the  plain. 


Lew 
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Low  the  dauntlefs  Earl  is  laid, 
Gor'd  with  many  a  gaping  wound ; 
Fate  demands  a  nobler  head  ; 
Soon  a  king  fnall  bite  the  ground. 

Long  his  lofs  (hall  Eirin  weep, 
Ne'er  again  his  likenefs  fee  ; 
Long  jier  ftrains  in  forrow  fteep. 
Strains  of  immortality ! 

Horror  covers  all  the  heath. 
Clouds  of  carnage  blot  the  fun. 
Sifters,  weave  the  web  of  death  ; 
Siftets,  ceafe,  the  work  is  done. 

Hail  the  taflc,  and  hail  the  hands ! 

Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  fing  ! 

Joy  to  the  vidorious  bands  :  :  ■ '  { 

Triumph  to  the  younger  King. 

Mortal,  thou  that  hear'ft  the  tale. 
Learn  the  tenour  of  our  fong. 
Scotland,  through  each  winding  vale 
Far  and  wide  the  notes  prolong,     . 

Sifters,  hence,  with  fpurs  of  fpeed: 
Each  her  thundering  faulchion  wield  ^ 
Each  beftride  her  fable  fteed. 
Hurry,  hurry  to  the  field. 


Vol.  LXIV,  O  THE 
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DESCENT    OF     ODIN. 
ANODE*. 

(FROM     THE     NORSE-TONGUE,) 

LiBartholi  Nus,de caufls contemnendae mortis; 
H  A  F  N  I  iE,  1689,  Quarto. 

Upreis  Odikn   allda  gauir,  &c. 

T  T  P  R  O  S  E  the  King  of  Men  with  fpeed, 
^    And  faddled  ftrait  his  coal-black  fteed; 
Down  the  yawning  fteep  he  rode. 
That  leads  to  *  Hela's  drear  abode. 
Him  the  Dog  of  Darknefs  fpied. 
His  fliaggy  throat  he  open'd  wide. 
While  from  his  jaws,  with  carnage  fill'd. 
Foam  and  human  gore  diftill'd ; 
Hoarfe  he  bays  with  hideous  din. 
Eyes  that  glow,  and  fangs  that  grin ; 
And  long  purfues,  with  fruitlefs  yell. 
The  Father  of  the  powerful  fpell, 

*  Niflheimr,  the  hell  of  the  Gothic  nations,  confifted  of  nine 
worlds,  to  which  were  devoted  all  fuch  as  died  of  ficknefs,  old-age, 
or  by  any  other  means  than  in  battle:  Over  it  prefided  Hela,  the 
Coddefs  of  Death. 

Onward 
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Onward  ftill  his  way  he  takes, 

{The  groaning  earth  beneath  him  ftiakes,) 

Till  full  before  his  fearlefs  eyes 

The  portals  nine  of  hell  arife. 

Right  againft  the  eaftern  gate. 
By  the  mofs-grown  pile  he  fate ; 
Where  long  of  yore  to  fleep  was  laid 
The  duft  of  the  prophetic  maid. 
Facing  to  the  northern  clime. 
Thrice  he  trac'd  the  Runic  rhyme  ; 
Thrice  pronounc'd,  in  accents  dread. 
The  thrilling  \'erfe  that  wakes  the  dead  ; 
Till  from  out  the  hollow  ground 
Slowly  breatli'd  a  fullen  found. 

Pr.  What  call  unknown,  what  charms  prefumc 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb  ; 
Who  thus  afflifts  my  troubled  fprite. 
And  drags  me  from  the  realms  of  night  ? 
Long  on  thefe  mouldering  bones  have  beat 
The  winter's  fnow,  the  fummer's  heat. 
The  drenching  dews,  and  driving  rain  ! 
Let  me,  let  me  fleep  again. 
Who  is  he  with  voice  unbleft. 
That  calls  me  from  the  bed  of  reft  ? 

O.  A  traveller,  to  thee  unknown. 
Is  he  that  calls,  a  warrior's  fon. 
Thou  the  deeds  of  light  (halt  know  ; 
Tell  me  what  is  done  below. 
For  whom  yon  glittering  board  isfpread, 
Dreft  for  whom  yon  golden  bed, 

0^2  Pr,  Mantling 
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Pr.   Mantling  in  the  goblet,  fee 

The  Pure  beverage  of  the  bee. 

O'er  it  hangs  the  fliield  of  gold'; 

'Tis,  the  Drink  of  Balder  bold  : 

Balder's  head  to  death  is  given. 

Pain  can  reach  the  fons  of  heaven  ! 

Unwilling  I  my  lips  unclofe : 

liCave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 
O.   Once  again  my  call  obey. 

Prophetefs,  arife,  and  fay. 

What  dangers  Odin's  child  await. 

Who  the  author  cf  his  fate  ? 

Pr.   In  Hoder's  hand  the  hero's  doom^ 
His  brother  fends  him  to  the  tomb. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  clofe  : 

Leave  me,  leave  me,  to  repofe. 
O.  Prophetefs,  my  fpell  obey. 
Once  again  arife,  and  fay, 
Who  th'  avenger  of  his  guilt. 
By  whom  (hall  Hoder's  blood  be  fpilt, 

Pr.  In  the  caverns  of  the  weft. 
By  Odin's  fierce  embrace  compreft, 
A  wondrous  boy  (hall  Rinda  bear. 
Who  ne'er  fhall  comb  his  raven-hair^ 
Nor  wafh  his  vifage  in  the  ftream. 
Nor  fee  the  fun's  departing  beam  : 
Till  he  on  Hoder's  corfe  fhall  fmile 
Flaming  on  the  funeral  pile. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  clofe  : 
Leave  me,  leave  me,  to  jrepof?. 


O,  Yet 
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O.  Yet  a  while  my  call  obey, 
Prophetefs,  awake,  and  fay. 
What  virgins  thefe,  in  fpeechlefs  woCj 
That  bend  to  earth  their  folemn  brow. 
That  their  flaxen  treffes  tear. 
And  fnowy  veils,  that  float  in  air. 
Tell  me  whence  their  forrows  rofe  : 
Then  I  leave  thee  to  repofe, 

Pr.     Ha  !  no  traveller  art  thou 
King  of  men,  I  know  thee  now,.  • 

Mightieft:  of  a  mighty  line — 

O.  No  boding  maid  of  flcill  divine 
Art  thou,  nor  prophetefs  of  good ; 
But  mother  of  the  giant-brood  ! 

Pr.  Hie  thee  hence,  and  boaft  at  homCr 
That  never  fhall  enquirer  come 
To  break  my  iron-fleep  again  ; 
Till  *  Lok  has  burft  his  tenfold  chain^ 
Never,  till  fubft^antial  night 
Has  reafliim'd  her  ancient  right ; 
Till  wrap'd  in  flames,  in  ruin  hurl-d. 
Sinks  the  fabric  of  the  world.  ■ 

*  Lok  is  the  Evil  Being,  who  continues  In  chains  till  the  tw> 
light  of  the  gods  approaches,  when  he  (hall  breik.  his  bonds  j  the 
human  race,  the  ftars,  and  fun,  flial!  difappear ;  the  earth  fink 
in  the  feas,  and  fire  confutne  the  flcies  :  even  Odin  himfelf  and  hn 
kindred  deities  fliall  perifti.  For  a  farther  explanation  of  this 
mythology,  fee  Mallet's  Intreduftion  to  the  Hiftory  of  DemnarJo, 
1755,  Quarto. 

•     Q.J.  THE 
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THE 

TRIUMPHS     OF      OWEN*. 
A      FRAGMENT. 

FROM 

Mr.   E  V  A  N  s's  Specimens  of   tlie    Welfli    Poetry ; 
London,   1764,  Quarto. 

f^  WEN'S  praife  demands  my  fong, 
^^  Owen  fwift  and  Owen  ftrong  ; 
Faireft  fio'ver  of  Roderic's  ftem, 
+  Gwyneth's  fhield,  and  Britain's  gem. 
He  nor  heaps  bis  brooded  ftores. 
Nor  all  profufely  pours; 
Lord  of  every  regal  art. 
Libera!  hand,  and  open  heart. 

Big,with  hofts  of  mighty  name. 
Squadrons  three  againft  him  came ; 
This  the  force  of  1  irin  hiding. 
Side  by  fide  as  proudly  riding. 
On  her  fliadow  long  and  gay 
^  Lochlln  plows  the  watery  way  : 

*  Owen  fucceeded  his  father  Griffin  in  the  principality  of  Nortli- 
Wales,  A.  D.  H2..  This  battle  was  fought  near  forty  years  after- 
wards. 

•k  Noith- Wales.  1  Denmarki 

There 
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There  the  Norman  fails  afar  , 
Catch  the  winds,  and  join  the  war ; 
Black  and  huge  along  they  fweep. 
Burthens  of  the  angry  deep.  i 

Dauntlefs  on  his  native  fands 
*  The  Dragon-fon  of  Mona  ftands  ; 
In  glittering  arms  and  glory  dreft, 
High  he  rears  his  ruby  creft. 
There  the  thundering  ftrokes  begin. 
There  the  prefs,  and  there  the  din  ; 
Talymalfra's  rocky  Ihore 
Echoing  to  the  battle's  roar 
Where  his  glowing  eye-balls  turn, 
Thoufand  banners  round  him  burn. 
Where  he  points  his  purple  fpear, 
Hafty,  hafty  rout  is  there. 
Marking  with  indignant  eye 
Fear  to  ilop,  and  to  (hame  fly. 
There  Confufion,  Terror's  child, 
Conflid  fierce,  and  Ruin  wild. 
Agony,  that  pants  for  breath, 
Defpair  and  honourable  Death. 


*  The  red  dragon  is  the  device  of  CaJwalladcr,    which  all  his 
tlefc^daDCs  boie  on  their  banners • 
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EPITAPH, 

AT  BECKENHAM,  ON  MRS.  CLARKE** 

LO!  where  this  filent  marble  weeps, 
A  Friend,  a  Wife,  a  Mother,  fleeps  j 
A  heart,  within  whofe  facred  cell 
The  peaceful  Virtues  lov'd  to  dwell ; 
AfFeftion  warm,  and  Faith  fincere. 
And  foft  Humanity,  were  there. 
In  agony,  in  death,  refign'd. 
She  felt  the  wound  fhe  left  behind* 
Her  infant  image,  here  below. 
Sits  fmiling  on  a  father's  woe  ; 
Whom  what  awaits,  while  yet  he  drays 
Along  this  lonely  vale  of  days  ? 
A  pang,  to  fecret  forrow  dear ; 
A  figh,  an  unavailing  tear  ; 
Till  Time  fhall  every  grief  remove. 
With  Life,  with  Memory,  and  with  Love, 

*  Wife  to  a  pbyficlan  »t  Epfona  5  fhe  died  April  27,  1757. 

STANZAS, 


STANZAS   AT  KINGSGATE.       «^; 


STANZAS, 


eSUfiGESTED   BY   A  VIEW  OF  THE  SEAT  AND   RUI'^a 
AT  KINGSGATE,  IN  KENT,    1766. 

/^  L  D,  and  abandon 'd  by  each  venal  friend, 
^^  Here  H— — — d  took  the  pious  refolutioa 
To  fmuggle  a  few  years,  and  drive  to  mend 
A  broken  charafter  and  conftitution. 

On  this  congenial  fpot  he  fix'd  his  clioice; 

Earl  Goodwin  trembled  for  his  neighbouring  fand; 
Here  fea-gulls  fcream,  and  cormorants  rejoice. 

And  mariners,  though  ftiipwreck'd,  fear  to  land. 

Here  reign  the  bluftering  North  and  blighting  Eaft, 
No  tree  is  heard  to  whifper,  bird  to  ling ; 

Yet  Nature  could  not  furnifh  out  the  Feaft, 
Art  he  invokes  new  terrors  ftill  to  bring. 

Now  mouldering  fanes  and  battlements  arife. 
Turrets  and  arches  nodding  to  their  fall. 

Unpeopled  monafteries  delude  our  eyes. 
And  mimic  defolatioa  covers  all# 

"  AliJ 
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"Ah !"  faid  the  lighing  peer,  "  had  B— te  been  true. 
Nor  G 's,  nor  B  ■■■     d'5  promifes  been  vain. 

Far  other  fcenes  than  this  had  grac'd  our  view. 
And  realis'd  the  horrors  which  we  feign. 

-**  Parg'd  bv  the  fword,  and  purify'd  by  fire. 
Then  had  we  ieen  proud  London's  hated  walls  j  ■ 

Owls  (hould  have  hooted  in  St.  Peter's  choir. 
And  foxes  ftunk  and  litter 'din  St.  Paul's." 


ODE 

FOR 

M       U      S      I       C       K. 

Performed  in  the  Senate-Houfe  at  Cambridge,  July  i , 
1769,  at  the  Inftallation  of  his  Grace  Auguflus-Henrj 
Fitzroy,  Duke  of  Grafton,  Chancellor  of  the  Uni- 
verllty. 

L 

••'  T  T  E  NC  E,  avaunt  ("tis  holy  ground), 
J.  X  Comus,  and  his  midnight-crew, 

**  And  Ignorance  with  looks  profound, 

**  And  dreaming  Sloth  of  pallid  hue, 

"  Mad  Sedition's  cry  profane, 

"  Servitude  that  hugs  her  chain, 

•*  Nor  in  thefe  -confecrated  bowers 

•*  Let  painted  Flattery  hide  her  ferpent-train  in  flowers. 
I  Nor 
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•'  Nor  Envy  bafe,  nor  creeping  Gain, 
*'  Dare  the  Mufe's  walk  to  ftain, 
**  While  bright-eyed  Science  watches  round  : 
*'  Hence,  away,  'tis  holy  ground  !'* 

11. 

From  yonder  realms  of  empyrean  day 

Burfts  on  my  ear  th'  indignant  lay  : 

There  fit  the  fainted  Sage,  the  Bard  divine. 

The  Few,  whom  Genius  gave  to  fhine 

Through  every  unborn  age  and  undifcover'd  clime. 

Rapt  in  celeftial  tranfport  they. 

Yet  hither  oft  a  glance  from  high 

They  fend  of  tender  fympatby 

To  blefs  the  place,  where  on  their  opening  foul 

Firft  the  genuine  ardor  ftole. 

'Twas  M'lton  ftruck.  the  deep  ton'd  (hell. 

And,  as  the  choral  warblings  round  him  fwell. 

Meek  Newton's  felf  bends  from  his  ftate  fublime. 

And  nods  his  hoary  head,  and  liltens  to  the  rhyme. 

III. 
"  Ye  brown  o'er-arching  Groves, 
*'  That  Contemplation  loves, 
"  Where  willowy  Camus  lingers  with  delight ! 
"  Oft  at  the  blufh  of  dawn 
•*  I  trod  your  level  lawn, 
*'  Oft  woo'd  the  gleam  of  Cynthia  filver-bright 
"  In  cloifters  dim,  far  from  the  haunts  of  Folly, 
**  With  Freedom  by  my  fide,  and  foft-ey'd  Melan- 
"  choly." 

IV.  But 
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IV. 

But  hark  I- the  portals  found j  aiid  pacing  forth  • 

With  folemn  fteps  and  flowy 

High  Potentates,  and  Dames  of  royal  birth. 

And  mitred  Fathers  in  long  order  go  : 

Great  *  Edward,,  with  the  lilies  on  his  brow 

From  haughty  Gallia  torn. 

And  II  fad  Chatillon,  on  her  bridal  morn 

That  wept  her  bleeding  Love,  and  princely  +  Clare, 

And  X  Anjou's  Heroine,,  and  §  the  paler  Rofe, 

'■■'■=  Edward  the  Third  ;  who- added  the  Fleur  de  lys  of  France  to 
the  arms  of  England.     He  founded  Trinity  College. 

II  Mary  de  Vaientia,  Countefs  of  Pembroke,  daughter  of  Gtjy 
ie  Chatillon  Comte  de  St.  Paul  in  France  :  of  whom  tradition 
fays,  that  her  hufband  Audemar  de  Vaientia,  Earl  of  Pembroke, 
was  flain  at  a  tournament  on  the  day  of  his  nuptials.  She  waj 
the  fouiidrefs  of  Pembroke  College  or  Hall,  under  the  name  of 
Aula  Maris  de  Vaientia. 

\  Elizabeth  de  Burg,  Countefs  of  Clare,  was  wife  of  John  de 
Burg,  fon  and  heir  of  the  Earl  of  Ulfter,  and  daughter  of  Gilbert 
de  Clare,  Earl  of  Gloucefter,  by  Joan  of  Acres,  daughter  of  Ed- 
ward the  Firft.  Hence  the  Poet  gives  her  the  epithet  of  Princely. 
She  founded  Clare  Hall. 

■J  Margaret  of  Anjou,  wife  of  Henry  the  Sixth,  foundrefs.of 
Queen's  College.  The  Poet  has  celebrated  her  conjugal  fidelity  in 
a  former  Ode. 

§  Elizabeth  Widvllle,  wife  of  Edward  the  Fourth  {hence  called 
the  paler  Rofe,  as  being  of  the  Houfe  of  York).  She  added  to  the 
'foundation  of  Margaret  of  Afijou.  . 

The 
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*'  Welcome,  my  noble  Son  ({he  cries  aloud), 

*'  To  this,  thy  kindred  train,  and  me  : 

*'  Pleas'd  in  thy  lineaments  we  trace 

**  A  *  Tudor 's  fire,  a  Beaufort's  grace. 

*'  Thy  liberal  heart,  thy  judging  eye, 

*♦  The  flower  unheeded  Ihall  defcry, 

"  And  bid  it  round  heaven's  altars  (hed 

*'  The  fragrance  of  its  bluilaing  head  : 

*'  Shall  raife  from  earth  the  latent  gem, 

"  To  glitter  on  the  diadem. 

VII. 

^  Lo,  Granta  waits  to  lead  her  blooming  band, 

**  Not  obvious,  not  obtrufive,  fhe 

"  No  vulgar  praife,  no  venal  incenfe  flings ; 

*'  Nor  dares  with  courtly  tongue  refin'd 

*'  Profane  thy  inborn  royalty  of  mind  : 

*'  She  reveres  herfelf  and  thee. 

*'  With  modeft  pride  to  grace  thy  youthful  brovr 

"  The  laureat  wreath,  +  that  Cecil  wore,  flie  brings, 

*'  And  to  thy  juft,  thy  gentle  hand 

**  Submits  the  Fafces  of  her  fway, 

**  While  Spirits  blefl:  above  and  Men  below 

"  Join  with  glad  voice  the  loud  fymphonious  Isy, 

*  The  Counlefs  was  a  Beaufort,  and  married  to  a  Tudor  ;  hence 
the  application  of  this  line  to  the  Duke  of  Grafton,  who  claims 
<iefcent  from  both  thefe  families. 

•f-  Lord  Treafurer  Burleigh  was  Chancellor  of  the  Univerfity,  in 
the  reign  of  Queen  iUizabeih, 

••  Through 
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viri. 

*'  Through  the  wild  waves  as  they  roar 
«*  With  watchful  eye  and  dauntlefs  mien 
•'  Thy  fteady  courfe  of  honour  keep, 
*'  Nor  fear  the  rocks,  nor  feek  the  fhore  t 
*'  The  Star  of  Brunfwick  fmiles  ferene, 
**  And  ojilds  the  horrors  of  the  deep.** 


A 

LONG     STORY*. 

T  N  Britain's  ifle,  no  matter  where. 
An  antient  pile  of  building  ftands : 
The  Huntingdons  and  Hattons  there 
Employ'd  the  power  of  Fairy  hands 

*  When  Mr.  Gray  had  put  his  Jaft  hand  to  the  celebrated  Elegy 
In  the  Country  Church-yard,  he  communicated  it  to  his  friend 
Mr.  VValpole,  whofe  good  tafte  was  too  much  charmed  with  it  to 
fufter  him  to  with-hold  the  fight  of  it  from  his  acquaintance  j  ac- 
cordingly it  was  fhewn  about  for  fome  time  in  manufcrlpt,  and 
received  with  all  the  applaufe  it  fo  juftly  merited.  Amongft  the 
reft  of  the  fafliionable  world,  for  to  thofe  only  it  was  at  prefent 
communicated,  LaJy  Cobham,  who  now  lived  at  the  manfion-iioufe 
at  Stoke-Pogis,  had  read  and  admired  it.  She  wifhed  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  the  author  ;  accordingly  her  relation,  Mifs  Speed,  and 
Lady  Schaub,  then  at  her  houfe,  undertook  to  bring  this  about  by 
miking  him  the  firft  vifit.  He  happened  10  be  from  home 
when  the  Ladles  arrived  at  his  Aunt's  folitary  manfion ;  and, 
when  he  returned,  was  furprized  to  find,  written  on  one  of  his 

papers 
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To  raife  the  deling' s  fretted  height. 
Each  pannel  in  atchievements  cloathing. 
Rich  windows  that  exclude  the  light. 
And  paffages,  that  lead  to  nothing  *. 

Full  oft  within  the  fpacious  walls. 
When  he  had  fifty  winters  o'er  him, 
f  My  grave  Lord-Keeper  led  the  brawls  j 
The  feal  and  maces  danc'd  before  him. 

papers  in  the  parlour  where  he  ufually  read,  the  following 
note  :  "  Lady  Schaub's  compliments  to  Mr.  Gray  ;  Ihe  is  forry 
<'  not  to  have  found  him  at  home,  to  tell  him  that  Lady  Brown 
■*'  is  very  well."  This  necelTarily  obliged  him  to  return  the  vifit, 
and  fcon  after  induced  him  to  compofe  a  ludicrous  account  of  thia 
little  adventure,  for  the  amufement  of  the  Ladies  in  queftion.  He 
wrote  it  in  ballad  meafure,  and  entitled  it  a  Long  Story  :  when 
it  was  handed  about  in  manufcript,  nothing  could  be  more  various 
than  the  opinions  concerning  it ;  by  fome  it  was  thought  a  mafter- 
piece  of  original  humour,  by  others  a  v/ild  and  ftntaftic  farrago ;  and 
when  it  was  publiihed,  the  fentiments  of  good  judges  were 
eyjally  divided  about  it.  See  Mr.  Mafon's  Memoirs,  vol.  JII4 
p.  125. 

*  The  manfion-houfe  at  Stoke-Pogis,  then  in  the  pofleffiori 
of  Vlfcountefs  Cobham.  The  ftyle  of  building,  which  we  novr 
call  Queen  Elizabeth's,  is  here  admirably  defcrlbed,  both  with 
legard  to  its  beauties  and  defeats ;  and  the  third  and  fourth  flanzas 
deleniate  the  fantaftic  manners  of  her  time  with  equal  truth  and 
humour.  The  houfe  formerly  belonged  to  the  Earls  of  Hunting- 
don and  the  family  of  Hatton.    M. 

f  Sir  Chrlftcpher  Hatton,  promoted  by  Queen  Elizabeth  for 
his  graceful  pen'on  and  fine  dancing.  G. — Brawls  were  a  fort  of 
figure-dance,  then  in  vogue,  and  probably  deemed  as  elegant  as 
AUiT.moderA  CociUlooS;  or  ^11  more  mod^ia  Quadrilles,    M* 

Hi* 
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His  bufhy  beard,  and  Ihoe-ftrings  green. 
His  high-crown'd  hat,  and  fattin  doublet, 
Mov'd  the  ftout  heart  of  England's  Queen, 
Though  Pope  and  Spaniard  could  not  trouble  it. 

What,  in  the  very  firft  beginning  !' 
Shame  of  the  verfifjing  tribe  ! 
Your  hiftory  whither  are  you  fpinning  ! 
Can  you  do  nothing  but  defcribe  ? 

A  houfe  there  is- (and  that's  enough) 
From  whence  one  fatal  morning  iffues 
*  A  brace  of  warriors,  not  in  buff, 
But  ruftling  in  their  filks  and  tiflues. 

The  firft  came  cap-a-pee  from  France,. 
Her  conquering  deftiny  fulfilling. 
Whom  meaner  beauties  eye  afkance. 
And  vainly  ape  her  art  of  killing. 

The  other  Amazon  kind  heaven 
Had  arm'd  with  fpirit,  wit,  and  fatire  : 
But  Cobham  had  the  polifli  given.. 
And  tipp'd  her  arrows  with  good-nature. 

To  celebrate  her  eyes,  her  air — 
Goarfe  panegyrics  would  but  teaze  her, 
Meliffa  is  her  Norn  de  Guerre. 
Alas,  who  would  not  wifh  to  pleafe  her! 

*  The  reader  is  already  apprlfed  who  thefe  Ladicfi  ware  5  the 
two  defcrlptions  are  prettily  contrafted  ;  and  nothing  can  be  more 
happily  turned  than  the  compliment  to  Lady  Cobham- in  th«  eighth 
itanza.     M. 

Vol.  LXIV.  R  WitU 
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With  bonnet  blue  and  capuchine. 
And  aprons  long  they  hid  their  armour. 
And  yeil'd  their  weapons  bright  and  keen. 
In  pity  to  the  country  farmer. 

Fame,  in  the  fhape  of  *  Mr.  P — t, 
(By  this  time  all  theparifh  know  it) 
Had  told,  that  thereabouts  there  lurk'd 
A  wicked  Imp  they  call  a  Poet : 

Who  prowl'd'the  country  far  and  near, 
Bewitch'd  the  children  of  the  peafants. 
Dried  up  the  cows,  and  lam'd  the  deer. 
And  fuck'd  the  eggs,  and  kill'd  the  pheafantSo 

My  Lady  hear'd  their  joint  petition. 
Swore  by  her  coronet  and  ermine. 
She'd  ifTue  out  her  high  commiflion 
To  rid  the  manor  of  fuch  vermin. 

The  Heroines  undertook  the  talk. 
Thro'  lanes  unknown,  o'er  ftiles  they  ventured. 
Rap'd  at  the  door,  norftay'd  to  afk. 
But  bounce  into  the  parlour  enter 'd. 

The  trembling  family  they  daunt. 
They  flirt,  they  fing,  they  laugh,  they  tattle^ 
Rummage  his  Mother,  pinch  his  Aunt, 
And  up  flairs  in  a  whirlwind  rattle. 

*  1  have  been  told  that  this  Gentleman,  a  neighbour  and- ac- 
quaintance of  Mr.  Gray's  in  the  country,  was  much  difpleafed  at 
the  liberty  here  taken  with  his  name ;  yet,  fursly,  without  any 
great  reafon.    M, 

Each 
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^ach  hole  and  cubboard  they  explores 
Each  creek  and  cranny  of  his  chamber. 
Run  hurry-fkurry  round  the  floor. 
And  o'er  the  bed  and  tefter  clamber; 

Into  the  drawers  and  china  pry. 
Papers  and  books  a  huge  imbroglio  ! 
Under  a  tea  cup  he  might  lie. 
Or  creas'd,  like  dogs-ears,  in  a  folio. 

On  the  firft  marching  of  the  troops 
The  Mufes,  hopelefs  of  his  pardon. 
Convey 'd  him  underneath  their  hoops 
To  a  fmall  clofet  in  the  garden. 

So  Rumour  fays :  (who  will,  believe.) 
Eut  that  they  left  the  door  a  jar. 
Where,  fafe  and  laughing  in  his  fleeve. 
He  heard  the  diftant  din  of  war. 

Short  was  his  joy.     He  little  knew 
'The  power  of  Magic  was  no  fable; 
Out  of  the  window,  wilk,  they  flew. 
But  left  a  fpell  upon  the  table. 

The  words  too  eager  to  unriddle. 
The  Poet  felt  a  ftrange  diforder  : 
Tranfparent  bird-lime  form'd  the  middle. 
And  chains  invifible  the  border. 

So  cunning  was  the  Apparatus, 
The  powerful  pot-hooks  did  fo  move  him. 
That,  will  he,  nill  he,  to  the  Great-houfe 
He  went,  as  if  the  Devil  drove  him, 
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Yet  on  his  way  (no  fign  of  grace 
For  folks  in  fear  are  apt  to  pray)j 
To  Phoebus  he  preferr'd  his  cafe, 
And  begg'd  his  aid  that  dreadful  day. 

The  Godhead  would  have  back'd  his  quarrcf ; 
Eut  with  a  blufh,  on  recolleftion, 
Cwn'd,  that  his  quiver  and  his  laurel 
^Gainft  four  fucli  eyes  were  no  proteftion. 

The  court  was  fat,  the  culprit  there. 
Forth  from  the  gloomy  manfions  creeping 
The  Lady  Janes  and  Joans  repair, 
And  from  the  gallery  Hand  peeping  : 

Such  as  in  filence  of  the   night 
Come  (fvveep)  along  fome  winding  entrj"^ 
*  (Styack  has  often  feen  the  fight) 
Or  at  the  chapel-door  Hand  centry  : 

In  peaked  hoods  and  mantles  tarnifh'd,. 
Sour  vifages,  enough  to  fcare  ye. 
High  dames  of  honour  once,  that  gamifh'd 
The  drawing-room  of  fierce  Queen  Mary. 

The  Peerefs  comes.     The  audience  ftare^ 
And  doff  their  hats  with  due  fubmiffion  ; 
She  curtfies,  as  fhe  takes  her  chair. 
To  all  the  people  of  condition, 

*  The  Houfe-keeper, 


TIlC 
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The  Bard,  with  many  an  artful  fib. 
Had  in  imagination  fenc'd  him, 
Difprov'd  the  arguments  of*  Squib, 
And  all  that  +  Groom  could  urge  againft  liim. 

But  foon  his  rhetorick  forfook  him. 
When  he  the  folemn  hall  had  feen  ; 
A  fudden  fit  of  ague  fhook  him. 
He  ftood  as  mute  as  poor  |  Macleane. 

Yet  fomething  he  was  heard  to  mutter, 
•*  How  in  the  Park,  beneath  an  old  tree, 
*'  (Without  defign  to  hurt  the  butter, 
*'  Or  any  malice  tx)  the  poultry,) 

"  He  once  or  twice  had  penn'd  a  fonnet : 
*'  Yet  hoped,  that  he  might  fare  his  bacon  : 
**  Numbers  would  give  their  oaths  upon  it, 
••'  He  ne'er  was  for  a  conj'xer  taken." 

The  ghoftly  prudes  with  bagged  §  face 
Already  had  condemn'd  the  finner. 
My  Lady  rofe,  and  with  a  grace — 
She  fmil'd,  and  bid  him  come  to  dinner  \\. 

"•■■   Groom  of   the  Chamber,  G. 

-{•  The  Steward.     G. 

"l   A  famous  highwayman,  hanged  the  week  before.      G. 

^  Hagged,  i.  e.  the  face  of  a  witch  or  hag  ;  the  epithet  Hjgard 
has  been  fometimes  miftaken,  as  conveying  the  lame  idea  ;  but  it 
means  a  very  different  thing,  viz.  wild  and  farouche,  and  is  taken 
from  an  unreclaimed  hawk,  called  an  Hagard.     M. 

II  Here  the  ftory  finifhes  ;  the  exclamation  of  the  Gh ofls  which 
follows  is  charadleriftic  of  tiie  Spaniili  manners  of  tiie  age,  wnen 
they  are  fuppofcd  to  have  lived;  and  the  ^oo  ftanzas,  faid  to  bs 
lofr,  may  be  imagined  to  contain  the  remainder  of  their  l^n^- 
winded  e*-oftuIai.ion.     M. 

Rj  Jefu-MarJa! 
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"  Jefu-Maria  !  Madam  Bridget, 
**  Why,  what  can  the  Vifcountefs  mean ! 
(Cried  the  fquare-hoods  in  woeful  fidget) 
*'  The  times  are  alter'd  quite  and  clean ! 

**  Decorum's  turn'd  to  mere  civility  ; 
"  Her  air  and  all  her  manners  fhew  ito. 
Commend  me  to  her  affability  ! 
"  Speak  to  a  Commoner  and  Poet !" 

l^Here  ^oo  Stanzas  are  loji.l^ 

And  fo  God  fave  our  noble  King, 
And  guard  us  from  long-winded  Lubbers^ 
That  to  eternity  would  fing. 
And  keep  my  Lady  from  her  Rubbers» 
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THE 

PROGRESS  OF  LOVE, 

IN    FOUR    ECLOGUES. 

I.  Uncertainty.    To  Mr.  Pope. 
n.  Hope.  To  the  Hon,  George  Doddingtonv 

III.  Jealousy.     To  Edward WALPoLE,Efq; 

IV,  Possession.      To  the  Right  Hon,  the  Lord 

Vifcount  Cob  HAM, 


Uncertainty,  Eclogue  I,  To  Mr,  Pop  e» 

OPE,  to  whofe  reed  beneath  the  beachen  ihade,. 

The  Nymphs  of  Thames  a  pleas'd  attention  paid ;. 
While  yet  thy  Mufe,  content  with  humbler  praife. 
Warbled  in  Windfor's  grove  her  fylvan  lays ; 
Though  now,  fublimely  borne  on  Homer's  wing 
Of  glorious  wars  and  godlike  chiefs  Ihe  fing  : 
Wilt  thou  with  me  revifit  once  again 
The  cryftal  fountain,  and  the  flowery  plain  ? 
Wilt  thou,  indulgent,  hear  my  verfe  relate 
The  various  changes  of  a  lover's  {late; 
And,  while  each  turn  of  paffion  I  purfue, 
Aflc  thy  own  heart  if  what  I  tell  be  true  ? 

To 
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To  the  green  margin  of  a  lonely  wood, 
Whofe  pendent  fhades  o'erlook'd  a  filver  flood. 
Young  Damon  came,  unknowing  where  he  ftray'd. 
Full  oFthe  image  of  his  beauteous  maid  : 
His  flock,  far  off,  unfed,  untended,  lay, 
"^lo  every  favage  a  defencelefs  prey  ; 
No  fenfe  of  intereft  could  their  mafter  move. 
And  every  care  feem'd  trifling  now  but  love. 
A  while  in  perifive  filence  he  remain'd. 
But,  though  his  voice  was  mute,  his  looks  complaln'dj 
At  length  the  thoughts  within  hi?  bofom  pent 
Forc'd  his  unwilling  tongue  to  give. them  vent. 

**  Ye  nymphs,  he  cried,  ye  Dryads,  who  fo  long 
*'  Have  favor'd  Damon,  and  infpir'd  his  fong  ; 
**  For  whom,  retir'd,  I  fliun  the  gay  reforts 
**  Of  fportful  cities,  and  of  pompous  courts; 
**  Id  vain  I  bid  the  refl;lefs  world  adieu, 
*'  To  feek  tranquility  and  peace  with  you. 
**  Though  wild  Ainbition  and  deftruftive  Rage, 
"  No  faftions  here  can  form,  no  wars  can  wage  : 
**  Though  Envy  frowns  not  on  j^our  humble  fhades, 
*'  Nor  Calumny  your  innocence  invades : 
*'  Yet  cruel. Love,  that  troubler  of  the  bread, 
'*'  Too  often  violates  your-boafted  refl: ; 
"  With  inbred  ftorms  diflurbs  your  calm  retreat, 
"  And  taints  with  bitternefs  each  rural  fweet. 

*'  Ah  lucklefs  day  !  when  firft  with  fondfarprize 
*'  On  Delia's  face  I  fix'd  my  eager  ey-es! 
"*'  Then  in  wild  tumults  all  my  foul  was  toft, 
"**  TJien  reafon,  liberty,  at  ouce  were  loft : 

*•  And 
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*'  And  every  wifn,  and  thought,  and  care,  was  gone, 
*'  But  what  my  heart  employ 'd  on  her  alone. 
**  Then  too  fhe  fmil'd  :  can  fmiles  our  peace  deftroj-^ 
*'  Thofe  lovely  children  of  Content  and  Joy  ! 
"  How  can  foft  ^leafure  and  tormenting  woe 
**  From  the  fame  fpring  at  the  fame  moment  flow : 
*'  Unhappy  boy  !  thefe  vain  enquiries  ceafe, 
**  Thought  could  notguard,  norwill  reftore,  thy  peace; 
*'  Indulge  the  frenzy  that  thou  muft  endure, 
**  And  footh  the  pain  thou  know'ft  not  how  to  cure,. 
"  Come,  flattering  Memory  !  and  tell  my  heart 
"  How  kind  fhe  was,  and  with  what  pleafing  art 
**  She  fl;rove  its  fondeft  wiflies  to  obtain, 
'*  Confirm  her  power,  and  faflier  bind  my  chain. 
*'  If  on  the  green  we  danc'd,  a  mirthful  band ; 
**  To  me  alone  fhe  gave  her  willing  hand  : 
**  Her  partial  tafte,  if  e'er  I  touch'd  the  lyre, . 
*'  Still  in  my  fong  found  fomething  to  admire. 
**  By  none  but  her  my  crook  with  flowers  was  crown'dj 
**  By  none  but  her  my  brows  with  ivy  bound  : 
*'  The  world  that  Damon,  was  her  choice  believ'd, 
"  The  world,  alas !  like  Damon,  was  deceiv'd. 
**  When  laft  I  faw  her,  and  declar'd  my  fire 
"  In  words  as  foft  as  paffion  could  infpire, 
"  Coldly  fhe  heard,  and  full  of  fcorn  withdrew, 
*'  Without  one  pitying  glance,  one  fweet  adieu. 
**  The  frighted  hind,  who  fees  his  ripen'd  corn 
•*  Up  from  the  roots  by  fudden  tempefls  torn, 
"  Whofe  fairefl:  hopes  deftroy'd  and  blafted  lie, 
*•  Feels  not  fo  keea  a  pang  of  grief  as  I. 

«  Ah, 
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•■**  Ah,  how  have  I  deferv'd,  inhuman  maid, 
*'  To  have  my  faithful  fervice  thus  repaid  ? 
■"  Where  all  the  marks  of  kindnefs  I  receiv'd, 
**  But  dreams  of  joy,  that  charm 'xi  me  and  deceiv'/d? 
*'  Or  did  you  only  nurfe  my  growing  love, 
**  That  with  more  pain  I  might  your  hatred  prove  ? 
*'  Sure  guilty  treachery  no  place  could  find 
*'  In  fuch  a  gentle,  fuch  a  generous  mind  : 
*'  A  maid  brought  up  the  woods  and  v«dlds  among 
**  Could  ne'er  have  learnt  the  art  of  courts  fo  young  • 
"  No  ;  let  me  rather  think  her  anger  feign'd, 
*'  Still  let  me  hope  my  Delia  may  be  gain'd ; 
**  'Twas  only  modefty  that  feem'd  difdain, 
**  And  her  heart  fulFer'd  when  flie  gave  me  pain." 

Pleas'd  with  this  flattering  thought,  the  love- fick  boy 
Felt  the  faint  dawning  of  a  doubtful  joy  ; 
Back  to  his  flock  more  chearful  he  return'd. 
When  now  the  fetting  fun  more  fiercely  burn'dj 
Blue  vapours  rofe  along  the  mazy  rills, 
.And  light's  laft  blufhes  ting'd  the  diftant  hills. 

HOPE.    ECLOGUE    II, 

To  Mr.    DoDDINGTOX. 

^Afterwards  Lord  Mel  combe  Regis.] 

T  T  EAR,  Doddington,  the  notes  that  Ihepherds  fing^ 

Like  thofe  that  warbling  hail  the  genial  fpring. 
Nor  Pan,  nor  Phccbus,  tunes  our  artlefs  reeds  : 
Jrora  Lovealone  their  melody  proceeds. 

4  FrojM 
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From  Love,  Theocritus,  on  Enna's  plains. 
Learnt  the  wild  fweetnefs  of  his  Doric  ftrains. 
Young  Maro,  touch'd  by  his  infpiring  dart. 
Could  charm  each  ear,  and  foften  every  heart : 
Me  too  his  power  has  reach'd,  and  bids  with  thine 
My  ruftic  pipe  in  pleafing  concert  join  *  . 

Damon  no  longer  fought  the  filent  (hade,. 
No  more  in  unfrequented  paths  he  ftray'd, 
Butcall'd  the  fwains  to  hear  his  jocund  fong. 
And  told  his  joy  to  all  the  rural  throng. 

"  Eleft  be  the  hour,  he  faid,  that  happy  hourj 
""  When  firft  I  own'd  my  Delia's  gentle  power  ; 
"  Then  gloomy  difcontent  and  pining  care 
*'  Forfook  my  breaft,  and  left  foft  wifhes  there; 
*'  Soft  wifhes  there  they  left,  and  gay  defires, 
"  Delightful  languors,  and  tranfporting  fires. 
■*'  Where  yonder  limes  combine  to  form  a  fliade, 
*'  Thefe  eyes  firft  gaz'd  upon  the  charming  maid ; 
*'  There  (he  appear'd,  on  that  aufpicious  day, 
*'  When  fwains  their  fportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay  : 
**  She  led  the  dance — heavens !  with  what  grace  fhc 

**  mov'd ! 
.**  Who  could  have  feen  her  then,  and  not  have  lo\'d  ? 
■"  I  ftrove  not  to  refift  fo  fweet  a  flame, 
**  But  gloried  in  a  happy  captive's  name  ; 
*'  Nor  would  I  now,  could  Love  permit,  be  free, 
*'  But  leave  to  brutes  their  favage  liberty, 

*  Mr.  Doddington  had  written  fome  very  pretty  loveverfes,  which 
have  never  been  publifhed.    Lyttelt. 

««  Aiid 
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**  And  art  thou  then,  fond  youth,  fecure  of  joy  f 
•'  Can  no  reverfe  thy  flattering  blifs  deftroy  ? ' 
"  Has  treacherous  Love  no  torment  yet  in  ftore  ? ' 
*'  Or  haft  thou  never  prov'd  his  fatal  pov/er  ? 
•*  Whence  flow'd  thofe  tears  that  latebedew'd  thy. 

"  cheek  ? 
*♦  Why  figh'd  thy  heart  as  if  it  ftrove  to  break  ! 
*'  Why  were  the  defert  rocks  invok'd  to  hear 
**  The  plaintive  accent  of  thy  fad  defpair  ? 
*'  From  Delia's  rigour  all  thofe  pains  arofe, 
**  Delia,  who  now  compaiTionates  my  woes, 
••  Who  bids  me  hope  ;  and  in  that  charming  word 
*'  Has  peace  and  tranfport  to  my  foul  reftord. 
"  Begin  my  pipe,  begin  the  gladfome  lay ; 
*'  A  kifs  from  Delia  fhall  thy  mufic  pay ; 
•'  A  kifs  obtain'd  'twixt  ftruggling  and  confent, 
"  Given  with  forc'd  anger,  and  difguis'd  content,. 
*'  No  laureat  wreaths  I  aik,  to  bind  my  brows, 
•'  Such  as  the  Mufe  on  lofty  Bards  beftows  : 
♦•  Let  other  fwains  to  praifeor  fame  afpire  ; . 
•*  I  from  her  lips  my  recompence  require. 

'*  Why  ftays  my  Delia  in  her  fecret bower? 
*'  Light  gales  have  chac'd  the  late  impending  fliower;.. 
*'  Th'  emerging  fun  more  bright  his  beams  extends  ; 
"  Oppos'd,  its  beauteous  arch  the  rainbow  bends ! 
**  Glad  youths  and  maidens  turn  the  new-made  hay  : 
**  The  birds  renew  their  fongs  on  every  fpray ! 
**  Come  forth,  my  love,  thy  fhepherd's  joys  to  crown  : 
**  All  nature  fmiles. — Will  only  Delia  frown  ! 

"  Hatk 
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«  Hark,  how  the  bees  with  murmurs  fill  the  phin, 
**  While  every  flower  of  every  fvveet  they  drain  : 
*'  See,  how  beneath  yon  hillock's  (hady  fleep, 
*«  The  ftielter'd  herds  on  flowe iy  couches  fleep : 
*'  Nor  bees,  nor  herds,  are  half  fo  bleft  asT, 
"  If  with  my  fond  defires  my  love  comply; 
**  From  Delia's  lips  a  fweeter  honey  flows, 
"  And  on  her  bofom  dwells  more  foft  repofe. 

"  Ah  how,  my  dear,  fhall  I  deferve  thy  charms  ? 
"  What  gift  can  bribe  thee  to  my  longing  arms  ? 
"  A  bird  for  thee  in  fiiken  bands  I  hold, 
"  Whofe  yellow  plumage  fliines  like  polifii'd  gold ; 
*'  From  diftant  ifles  the  lovely  ftranger  came, 
*'  And  bears  the  fortunate  Canaries  name; 
"  In  all  our  woods  none  boaRs  fo  fweet  a  note, 
"  Not  ev'n  the  nightingale's  melodious  throat, 
*'  Accept  of  this  ;  and  could  I  addbefide 
"  What  wealth  the  rich  Peruvian  mountains  hide ; 
•*  If  all  the  gems  in  Eallern  rocks  were  mine, 
"  On  thee  alone  their  glittering  pride  fliould  fhine. 
"  But,  if  thy  mind  no  gifts  have  power  to  move, 
*'  Phoebus  himfelf  fhall  leave  th'  Aonian  grove  : 
"  The  tuneful  Nine,  who  never  fue  in  vain, 
"  Shall  come  fvveet  fuppliants  for' their  favourite  fwain, 
"  For  him  each  blue-ey'd  Naiad  of  the  flood, 
"  For  him  each  green-hair'd  After  of  the  wood, 
*'  Whom  oft  beneath  fair  Cynthia's  gentle  ray 
*'  His  mufic  calls  to  dance  the  night  away. 
*^  And  you,  fair  nymphs,  companions  of  my  love, 
*'  With  whom  flie  joys  the  cowflip  meads  to  rove. 

Vol.  LXIV,  S"  «  I  bes: 
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"  I  beg  you,  recommend  my  faithful  flame, 
**  And  let  her  often  hear  her  fhepherd's  name  : 
•*  Shade  all  my  faults  from  her  enquiring  fight,. 
**  And  fnew  my  merits  in  the  faireft  light ; 
"  My  pipe  your  kind  afliftance  fliall  repay, 
**  And  every  friend  ftiall  claim  a  different  lay. 

"  But  fee  !  in  yonder  glade  the  heavenly  fair 
*'  Enjoys  the  fragrance  of  the  breezy  air — 
"  -Ah,  thither  let  me  fly  with  eager  feet ; 
"  Adieu,  my  pipe;  I  go  my  love  to  meet — • 
"  O,  may  I  find  her  as  we  parted  laft, 
"  And  may  each  future  hour  be  like  the  pafl: ! 
"  So  fliall  the  whiteft  lamb  thefe  pafl:ures  feed, 
*•  Propitious  Venus,  on  thy  altars  bleed." 


JEALOUSY.    ECLOGUE    III. 
To  Mr.  Edward  Walpole, 

TH  E  gods,  O  Walpole,  given  no  blifs  fincere  ; 
Wealth  is  difl:urb'd  by  care,  and  power  by  fear  ; 
Of  all  the  palTions  that  employ  the  mind. 
In  gentle  love  the  fweetefl;  joys  we  find  : 
Yet  ev'n  thofe  joys  dire  Jealoufy  molefl:s. 
And  blackens  each  fair  image  in  our  breafts. 
O  may  the  warmth  of  thy  too  tender  heart 
Ne'er  feel  the  fliarpnefs  of  his  venom'd  dart ! 
For  thy  own  quiet,  think  thy  mifl:refs  juft. 
And  wifely  take  thy  happinefs  on  trufl:. 

i  Begin, 
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Begin,  my  Mufe,  and  Damon's  woes  rehearfe. 
In  wildeft  numbers  and  diforder'd  verfe. 

On  a  romantic  mountain's  airy  head 
(While  browzing  goats  at  eafe  around  him  fed) 
Anxious  he  lay,  with  jealous  cares  opprefl ; 
Diftruft  and  anger  labouring  in  his  breart — 
The  vale  beneath  a  pleafmg  profpeft  yields 
Of  verdant  meads  and  cultivated  fields ; 
Through  thefe  a  river  rolls  its  winding  flood, 
Adorn'd  with  various  tufts  of  riling  wood  ; 
Here  half  conceal'd  in  trees  a  cottage  ftands, 
A  callle  there  the  opening  plain  commands ; 
Beyond,  a  town  with  glittering  fpires  is  crown'd. 
And  diftant  hills  the  wide  horizon  bound  : 
So  charming  was  the  fcene,  a  while  the  fwain 
Beheld  delighted,  and  forgot  his  pain : 
But  foon  the  ftings  infix'd  within  his  heart 
With  cruel  force  renew'd  their  raging  fmart : 
His  flowery  wreath,  which  long  with  pride  he  wore. 
The  gift  of  Delia,  from  his  brows  he  tore. 
Then  cried,  "  May  all  thy  charms,  ungrateful  maid, 
**  Like  thefe  negledled  rofes,  droop  and  fade  ! 
"  May  angry  heaven  deform  each  guilty  grace, 
*'  That  triumphs  now  in  that  deluding  face! 
*'  Thofe  alter'd  looks  may  every  fhepherd  fly, 
•*  And  ev'n  thy  Daphnis  hate  thee  worfe  than  I ! 

"  Say,  thou  inconflant,  what  has  Damon  done, 
*'  To  lofe  the  heart  his  tedious  pains  had  won  ? 
*'  Tell  me  what  charms  you  in  my  rival  find, 
**  Againll  wliofc  power  no  tics  have  ftrength  to  bind  ? 
S  2  "  Has 
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"  Has  he,  like  me,  with  long  obedience  ftiovc 

*'  To  conquer  your  difdain,  and  merit  love  ? 

"  Has  he  with  tranfport  every  fmile  ador'd, 

*'  And  died  with  grief  at  each  ungentle  word  ? 

**  Ah,  no  !  the  conqueft  was  obtain'dwith  eafe; 

"  He  pleas'd  you,  by  not  uudying  to  pleafe: 

*'  His  carelefs  indolence  your  pride  alarm'd  ; 

"  And,  had  he  lov'd  you  -vore,  he  lefs  had  charm'd, 

"  O  pain  to  think !  another  fnall  poilefs 
*'  Thofe  balmy  lips  which  I  was  wont  to  prefs : 
**  Another  on  her  panting  breaft  fhall  lie, 
*'  And  catch  Aveet  madnefs  from  her  fwimming  eye  !  — 
*'  Ifaw  their  friendly  flocks  together  feed, 
*'  I  faw  them  hand  in  hand  walk  o'er  the  mead : 
*'  Would  my  clos'd  eye  had  funk  inendlefs  night, 
"  Ere  I  was  doom'd  to  bear  that  hateful  fight ! 
"  Where-e'er  they  pafs'd,  be  blafted  every  flower, 
*'  And  hungry  wolves  their  helplefs  flocks  devour  !— 
*'  Ah  wretched  fwain,  could  no  examples  move 
"  Thy  heedlefs  heart  to  (hun  the  rage  of  love  ? 
•"  Hafl:  thou  not  heard  how  poor  *  Menalcas  died 
"  A  vidim  to  Parthenia's  fatal  pride  ? 
'*  Dearwas  theyouth  to  all  the  tuneful  plain, 
"  Lov'd  by  the  nymphs,  by  Phcebus  lov'd  in  vain : 
*'  Aroucd  his  tomb  their  tears  the  Mufes  paid ; 
'*  And  all  things  mourn'd,  but  the  relentlefs  maid. 
*'  Would  I  could  die  like  him,  and  be  at  peace  ? 
"*'  Thefe  torments  in  the  quiet  grave  would  ceafe; 

*  See  Mr.  Cray's  Dione< 

•"  There 
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"  There  my  vex'd  thoughts  a  calm  repofe  would  find 
*■'  And  reft,  as  if  my  Delia  ftill  were  kind. 
"  No,  let  me  live,  her  falfehood  to  upbraid  : 
**  Some  god  perhaps  my  juft  revenge  will  aid. — 
"  Alas!  what  aid,  fond  fwain,  wouldft  thou  receive  ? 
•'  Could  thy  heart  bear  to  fee  its  Delia  grieve  ? 
**  Protedl  her,  heaveri- !  and  let  her  never  know- 
"  The  flighteft  part  of  haplefs  Damon's- woe  : 
"  I  a(k  no  vengeance  from  the  powers  above ; 
**  Ali  I  implore  is  never  more  to  love. — 
"  Let  me  this  fondnefs  from  my  bofom  tear, 
"  Let  me  forget  that  e'er  I  thought  her  fair. 
"  Come,  cool  Indifference,  and  heal  my  breaft ; 
"  Wearied,  at  length,  I  feek  thy  downy  reft  : 
*'  No  turbulence  of  paffion  fhalldeftroy 
"  My  future  eafe  with  flattering  hopes  of  joy. 
"  Hear,  mighty  Pan,  and,  all  ye  fylvans,  hear 
"  What  by  your  guardian  deities  I  fwear; 
"  No  more  my  eyes  Ihall  view  her  fatal  charms, 
"  No  more  I'll  court  the  traitorefs  to  my  arms ; 
"  Not  all  her  arts  my  fteady  foul  fhall  move, 
"  And  {he  fhall  find  that  reafon   conquers  lovely- 
Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when  through  the  lawn  below 
Alone  he  faw  the  beauteous  Delia  go ; 
At  once  tranfported,  he  forgot  his  vow, 
(Such  perjuries  the  laughing  gods  allow  !) 
Down  the  fteep  hills  with  ardent  haft  he  flew  ; 
He  found  her  kind,  and  foon  believ'd  her  true. 

S3  P  O  S. 
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POSSESSION.    ECLOGUE  IV. 
To    Lord    Cobham. 

CO  B  HAM,  to  thee  this  rural  lay  I  bring, 
Whofe  guiding  judgment  gives  me  fkill  to  fing; 
Thougli  far  unequal  to  thofe  polilli'd  ftrains. 
With  which  thy  Congreve  charm'd  the  liltening  plains: 
Yet  fliall  its  mufic  pleafe   thy  partial  ear. 
And  footh  thy  breaft  with  thoughts  that  once  were  dear; 
Recal  thofe  years  which  time  has  thrown  behind. 
When  fmiling  Love  with  Honour  fhar'd  thy  mind  ; 
When  all  thy  glorious  days  of  profperous  fight 
Delighted  lefs  than  one  fuccefsful  night. 
The  fweet  remembrance  fhall  thy  youth  reftore. 
Fancy  again  fhall  run  paft  pleafures  o'er; 
And,  while  in  Stowe's  enchanting  walks  you  ftray. 
This  theme  may  help  to  cheat  the  fummer's  day. 

Beneath  the  covert  of  a  myrtle  wood. 
To  Venus  rais'd,  a  ruftic  altar  flood. 
To  Venus  and  to  Hymen,  there  combin'd. 
In  friendly  league  to  favour  human-kind. 
With  wanton  Cupids,  in  that  happy  fhade. 
The  gentle  Virtues  and  mild  Wifdom  play'd. 
Nor  there  in  fprightly  Pleafure's  genial  train, 
Lurk'd  fick  Difgufl,  or  late-repenting  Pain, 
Nor  Force,  nor  Intereft,  join'd  unwilling  hands. 
But  Love  confenting  tied  the  blifsful  bands. 

Thither, 
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Thither,  with  glad  devotion,  Damon  came. 

To  thank  the  powers  who  blefs'd  his  faithful  flame  : 

Two  milk-white  doves  he  on  their  altar  laid. 

And  thus  to  both  his  grateful  homage  paid  : 

**  Hail,  bounteous  god  !  before  whofe  hallow'd  fhrinc 

*'  My  Delia  vow'd  to  be  for  ever  mine,  I 

**  While,  glowing  in  her  cheeks,  with  tender  love,  " 

*'  Sweet  virgin  modefty  reluftant  ftrove  ! 

**  And  hail  to  thee,  fair  queen  of  young  defires  ! 

*'  Long  fliall  my  heart  preferve  thy  pleaiing  fires, 

*'  Since  Delia  now  can  all  its  warmth  return, 

**  As  fondly  languifli,  and  as  fiercely  burn. 

"  O  the  dear  bloom  of  laft  propitious  night ! 
"  O  fhade  more  charming  than  the  fairefl  light ! 
"  Then  in  my  arms  I  clafp"d  the  melting  maid, 
**  Then  all  my  pains  one  moment  overpaid  ; 
**  Then  firfl  the  fweet  excefs  of  blifs  I  prov'd, 
"  Which  none  can  tafte  but  who  like  me  have  lov'd, 
*'  Thou  too,  bright  goddefs,  once,  in  Ida's  grove, 
"  Didfl  not  difdain  to  meet  a  fhepherd's  love ; 
"  With  him,  while  frifking  lambs  around  you  play'd, 
*'  Conceal'd  you  fported  in  the  fecret  fhade: 
*'  Scarce  could  Anchifes'  raptures  equal  mine, 
*'  And  Delia's  beauties  only  yield  to  thine. 

"  "What  are  ye  now,  my  once  moft  valued  joys  ? 
"  Infipid  trifles  all,  and  childifh  toys — 
*'  Friendfhip  itfelf  ne'er  knew  a  charm  like  this, 
■"  Nor  Colin's  talk  could  pleafe  like  Delia's  kifs. 

**  Ye  Mufes,  fkill'd  in  every  winning  art, 
•^*  Teach  me  more  deeply  to  engage  her  heart ; 

S  4  «'  Yc 
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"  Ye  nymphs,  to  her  your  freftieft  rofes  bring, 
*'  And  crown  her  with  the  pride  of  all  the  fpring  : 
^'  On  all  her  days  let  health  and  peace  attend  ; 
"  May  (he  ne'er  want,  nor  ever  lofe,  a  friend  ! 
*'  May  fome  new  pleafure  every  hour  employ  : 
*    But  let  her  Damon  be  her  higheft  joy  ! 

•'  With  thee,  my  love,  for  ever  will  I  ftay, 
*'  All  night  carefs  thee,  and  admire  all  day  ; 
"  In  the  fame  field  our  mingled  flocks  we  'II  feed, 
"  To  the  fame  fpring  our  thirlly  heifers  lead, 
"  Too-ether  will  we  fhare  the  harveft  toils, 
"  Too-ether  prefs  the  vine's  autumnal  fpoils. 
*'  Delightful  ftate,  where  Peace  and  Love  combine, 
**  To  bid  our  tranquil  days  unclouded  fhine  ! 
**  Here  limpid  fountains  roll  through  flowery  meads ; 
*'  Here  rifmg  forefts  lift  their  verdant  heads  j 
"  Here  let  me  wear  my  carelefs  life  away, 
*'  And  in  thy  arms  infenfibly  decay. 

*'  Vvlien  late  old  age  our  heads  (hall  filver  o'er, 
*'  And  our  flow  pulfes  dance  with  joy  no  more  ; 
**  When  Time  no  longer  will  thy  beauties  fpare, 
"  And  only  Damon's  eye  fliall  think  the  fair; 
"  Then  may  the  gentle  hand  of  welcome  Death, 
*'  At  one  foft  ftroke,  deprive  us  both  of  breath  ! 
"  May  we  beneath  one  common  fl:one  be  laid, 
**  And  the  fame  cyprefs  both  our  aflies  fliade  ! 
"  Perhaps  fome  friendly  Mufe,  in  tender  verfe, 
*'  Shall  deign  our  faithful  paffion  to  rehearfe 
"  And  future  ages,  with  juft  emy  mov'd, 
"  Be  told  how  Damon  and  his  Delia  lov'd." 

SOLI- 
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S  O  L  I  L  O  QJJ  Y    OF    A   BEAUTY 
IN    THE    COUNTRY. 

Writren ^at  EatonSchool. 

TWAS  night ;  and  Flavia,  to  her  room  retir'd. 
With  evening  chat  and  fober  reading  tir'd  ; 
There,  melancholy,  penfive,  and  alone. 
She  meditates  on  the  forfaken  town  : 
On  her  rais'd  arm  reclin'd  her  drooping  head. 
She  figh'd  and  thus  in  plaintive  accents  faid  : 

"  Ah,   what  avails  it  to  be  young  and  fair ; 
"  To  move  with  negligence,  to  drefs  with  care? 
"  What  worth  have  all  the  charms  our  pride  can  boaft, 
•'  If  all  in  envious  folitude  are  loft  ? 
"  Where  none  admire,  'tis  ufelefs  to  excel]  ; 
"  Where  none  are  beaux,   'tis  vain  to  be  a  belle  ; 
•'  Beauty,  like  wit,  to  judges  fliould  be  fhown  ; 
"  Boih  moft  are  valued,  where  they  beft  are  known, 
"  With  every  grace  of  nature  or  of  art, 
*'  We  cannot  break  one  ftubborn  country  heart : 
*'  The  brutes,  infenfible,  our  power  defy : 
"  To  love,  exceeds  afquire's  capacity. 
"  The  town,  the  court,  is  Beauty's  proper  fphere; 
",  That  is  our  Heaven,  and  we  are  angels  there  : 
*'  In  that  gay  circle  thoufand  Cupids  rove, 
"  The  court  of  Britain  is  the  court  of  Love. 
*'  How  has  my  confcious  heart  with  triumph  glow'd, 
",  Kow  have  my  fparkling  eyes  their  tranfport  Ihew'd, 

"  At 
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**  At  each  diflinguiili'd  birth-night  ball,  to  fee 

*'  The  homage,  due  to  Empire,  paid  to  me ! 

*'  When  every  eye  was  fix'd  on  me  alone, 

•*  And  dreaded  mine  more  than  the  Monarch's  frown  ; 

*'  When  rival  ftatefmen  for  my  favour,  ftrove, 

**  Lefs  jealous  in  their  pov/er  than  in  their  love. 

•'  Chang'd  is  the  fcene  ;  and  all  my  glories  die,  > 

*'  Like  flowers  tranfplanted  to  a  colder  Iky  : 

"  Loft  is  the  dear  delight  of  giving  pain, 

**  The  tyrant  joy  of  hearing  flaves  complain. 

*'  In  ftupid  indolence  my  life  is  fpent, 

*'  Supinely  calm,  and  dully  innocent : 

"  Unbleft  I  wear  my  ufelefs  time  away ; 

"  Sleep  (wretched  maid!)  all  night,  and  dream  all 

"  day ; 
**  Go  at  fet  hours  to  dinner  and  to  prayer 
*'  (ForduUnefs  ever  muft  be  regular.) 
-**  Now  with  mamma  at  tedious  whift  I  play ; 
"  Now  without  fcandal  drink  infipid  tea  ; 
"  Or  in  the  garden  breathe  the  country  air, 
"  Secure  from  meeting  any  tempter  there ; 
**  From  books  to  work,  from  work  to  books,  I  rove, 
**  And  am  (alas  !j  at  leifure  to  improve  !— 
**  Is  this  the  life  a  Beauty  ought  to  lead  ? 
*'  Were  eyes  fo  radiant  only  made  to  read  ? 
*'  Thefe  fingers,  at  whofe  touch  ev'n  age  would  glow^ 
*'  Are  thefe  of  ufe  for  nothing  but  to  few  ? 
*'  Sure  erring;  Nature  never  could  defign 
■•*  To  form  a  houfewifein  a  mould  like  mine ! 

O  Venus. 
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'^'  O  Venus,  queen  and  guardian  of  the  fair, 

"  Attend  propitious  to  thy  votary's  prayer : 

*'  Let  me  revifit  the  dear  town  again  :  ") 

"  Let  me  be  feen  ! — could  I  that  wifh  obtain,  f  • 

**  AH  other  wilhes  my  own  power  would  gain,"       • 


BLENHEIM. 

Written  at   the  University    of    Oxford 

In  the  Year  1727. 

I A  R  E  N  T  of  arts,  whofe  flcilful  hand  firft  taught 
The  towering  pile  to  rife,  and  form'd  the  plan 
With  fair  proportion  ;  architedt  divine. 
Minerya  ;  thee  to  my  adventurous  lyre 
Afiiftant  I  invoke,  that  means  to  fing 
Blenheim,  proud  monument  of  Britifh  fame. 
Thy  glorious  work  !  for  thou  the  lofty  towers 
Didft  to  his  virtue  raife,  whom  oft  thy  fliield 
In  peril  guarded,  and  thy  wifdom  fteer'd 
Through  all  the  ftorms  of  war. — Thee  too  I  call^ 
Thalia,  fyl\an  Mufe,  who  lov'ft  to  rove 
Along  the  Ihady  paths  and  verdant  bowers 
Of  Woodflocks  happy  grove  :  there  tuning  fweet 
Thy  rural  pipe,  while  all  the  Dryad  train 
Attentive  liften ;  let  thy  w  arbling  fong 
Paint  with  meiodious  praife  the  pleafing  fcene. 
And  equal  thefe  to  Pindus'  honor'd  (hades. 

When  Europe  freed,  confefs'dthe  faving  power 
Of  Marlborough's  hand;  Britain,  who  fent  him  forth 

Chief 
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Chie f  of  Confederate  hofts,  to  fight  the  caufe 

Of  Liberty  and  Juftice,  grateful  rais'd 

This  palace,  facred  to  her  leader's  fame  : 

A  trophy  of  fuccefs ;  with  fpoils  adorn'd 

Of  conquer'd  towns,  and  glorying  in  the  name 

Of  that  aufpicious  field,  where  Churchill's  fword 

Vanquifti'd  the  might  of  Gallia,  and  chaftis'd 

Rebel  Bavar. — Majeftic  in  its  ftrengtfi. 

Stands  the  proud  dome,  and  fpeaks  its  great  defign. 

Hail,  happy  chief,  whofe  valour  could  deferve 
Reward  fo  glorious!  grateful  nation,  hail. 
Who  paid'ft  his  fervice  with  fo  rich  a  meed  ! 
Which  moft  ihall  I  admire,  which  worthieft  praife,. 
The  hero  or  the  people  ?  Honour  doubts. 
And  weighs  their  virtues  in  an  equal  fcale. 
Not  thus  Germania  pays  th'  uncancel'd  debt 
Of  Gratitude  to  us — Blufli,  Ca^far,  blufh, 
W'hen  thou  behold 'ft  thefe  towers ;  ingrate,  to  thee 
A  monument  of  fhame !  Canft  thou  forget 
Whence  they  are  nam'd,  and  what  an  Englifh  arm 
Did  for  thy  throne  that  day  ?  But  we  difdaiii 
Or  to  upbraid  or  imitate  thy  guilt. 
Still  thy  obdurate  heart  againft  the  fenfe 
Of  obligation  infinite  ;  and  know, 
Britain,  like  Heaven,  protedls  a  thanklefs  world 
For  her  own  glory,  nor  expefts  reward, 

Pleas'd  with  the  noble  theme,  her  talk  the  Mufe 
Purfues  untir'd,  and  through  the  palace  roves 
With  ever- new  delight.     The  la;xftry  rich 
With  gold,  and  gay  with  all  the  beauteous  paint 

Of 
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Of  various-colour'd  filks,  difpos'd  with  (kill, 
Attrafts  her  curious  eye.     Here  Ifter  rolls 
His  purple  wave  ;  and  there  the  Granick  flood 
With  paffing  fquadrons  foams :  here  hardy  Gaul 
Flies  from  the  fword  of  Britain  ;  there  to  Greece 
EfFeminate  Perfia  yields. — Inarms  oppos'd, 
Marlborough  and  Alexander  vie  for  fame 
With  glorious  competition  ;  equal  both 
In  valour  and  in  fortune  :  but  their  praife 
Be  different,  for  with  different  views  they  fought^ 
This  to fiibJuc,  and  that  to  fn-e  mankind. 

Now,  through  the  ftately  portals  ilTuing  forth. 
The  Mufe  to  fofter  glories  turns,  and  feeks 
The  woodland  fhade,  delighted.     Not  the  vale 
Of  Tempe  fam'd  in  fong,  or  Ida's  grove. 
Such  beauty  boafls.     Amid  the  mazy  gloom 
Of  this  romantic  wildernefs  once  flood 
The  bower  of  Rofamonda,  haplefs  fair. 
Sacred  to  grief  and  Love  ;  the  cryftal  fount 
Inwhich  fhe  us'd  to  bathe  her  beauteous  limbs 
Still  warbling  flows,  pleas'd  to  refleft  the  face 
Of  Spencer,  lovely  maid,  when  tir'd  fhe  fits 
Befide  its  flowery  brink,  and  views  thofe  charms 
Which  only  Rofamond  could  once  cxcell. 
But  fee  where,  flov/ing  with  a  nobler  ftream, 
A  limpid  lake  of  purefl  waters  rolls 
Beneath  the  wide-ftretch'd  arch,  flupendous  work. 
Through  which  the  Danube  might  collefted  pour 
His  fpacious  urn  !  Silent  a  while  and  fmooth 
The  current  glides,  till  with  an  headlong  force 

Broke 
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Broke  and  diforder'J,  down  the  fteep  it  falls 
In  loud  cafca^es ;  the  filver-fparkling  foam 
Glitters  relucent  in  the  dancing  ray. 

In  thefe  retreats  repos'd  the  mighty  foul 
Of  Churchill^  from  the  toils  of  war  and  ftate. 
Splendidly  private,  and  the  tranquil  joy 
Of  contemplation  felt,  while  Blenheim's  dome 
Triumphal  ever  in  his  mind  renew'd 
The  memory  of  his  hme,  and  footh'd  his  thought*' 
With  pleating  record  of  his  glorious  deeds. 
So,  by  tlie  rage  of  Faftion  home  recall'd,. 
Lucullus,-  while  he  wag'd  fuccefsful  war 
Againft  the  pride  of  Afia,  and  the  power 
Of  Miihridates,  whofe  afpiring  mind 
No  loffes  could  fubdue,  enrich'd  with  fpoils 
Of  conquer'd  nations,  back  return'd  to  Rome^ 
And  in  magnificent  retirement  paft 
The  evening  of  his  life. — But  not  alone. 
In  the  calm  fhades  of  honourable  eafe. 
Great  Marlborough  peaceful  dwelt :  indulgent  Heaven 
Gave  a  companion  to  his  fofter  hours. 
With  v\'hom  converfing,  he  forgot  all  change 
Of  fortune,  or  of  ftate,  and  in  her  mind 
Found  greatnefs  equal  to  his  own,  and  lov'd 
Himfelf  in  her. — Thus  each  by  each  admir'd. 
In  mutual  honour,  mutual  fondnefs  join'd  : 
Like  two  fair  ftars,  with  intermingled  lights 
jn  friendly  union  they  together  (lione, 
Aidingeach  other's  brightnefs,  till  the  cloud 
Of  night  eteraal  quench'd  the  beams  of  one. 
-  Thee, 
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Thee,  Churchill,  firft  the  ruthlefs  hand  of  death 
Tore  from  thy  confort's  fide,  and  call'dthee  hence 
To  the  fublimer  feats  of  joy  and  love; 
Where  fate  again  fhall  join  her  foul  to  thine. 
Who  now,  regardful  of  thy  fame,  erefts 
The  column  to  thy  praife,  and  fooths  her  woe 
With  pious  honours  to  thy  fac red  name 
Immortal.     Lo  !  where,  towering  in  the  height 
Of  yon  aerial  pillar,  proudly  (lands 
Thy  image,  like  a  guardian  god,  fublime. 
And  awes  the  fubjeft  plain  :  beneath  his  feet. 
The  German  eagles  fpread  their  wings ;  his  hand 
Grafps  Viftory,  its  flave.     Such  was  thy  brow 
Majeftic,  fuch  thy  martial  port,  when  Gaul 
Fled  from  thy  frown,  and  in  the  Danube  fought 
A  refuge  from  thy  fword. — There,  where  the  field 
Was  deepeft  ftain'd  with  gore,  on  Hochflct's  plain^ 
The  theatre  of  thy  glory,  once  was  rais'd 
A  meaner  trophy,  by  the  Imperial  hand  j 
Extorted  gratitude  !  which  now  the  rage 
Of  malice  impotent,  befeeming  ill 
A  regal  breaft,  has  level'd  to  the  ground  : 
Mean  infult!  This,  with  better  aufpices. 
Shall  fl;and  on  Britilh  earth  to  tell  the  world 
How  Marlborough  fought,  for  whom,  and  how  repaid 
His  fervices.     Nor  (hall  the  conftant  love 
Of  her  who  rais'd  this  monument  be  loft 
In  dark  oblivion  :  that  (hall  be  the  theme 
Of  future  Bards  in  ages  yet  unborn, 
Infpir'd  with  Chaucer's  fire,  who  in  thefc  groves 

Firft 
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Firft  tun'd  the  Britifli  harp,  and  little  deem'd 

His  humble  dwelling  fhould  the  neighbour  be 

Of  Blenheim,  houfe  fuperb  ;  to  which  the  throng 

Of  travellers  approaching  (liall  not  pafs 

His  roof  unnoted,  but  refpeftful  hail 

With  reverence  due.     Such  honour  does  the  Mufc 

Obtain  her  favourites. — But  the  noble  pile 

(My  theme)  demands  my  voice. — O  fliade  ador'd, 

Marlborough  !  who  now  above  the  Harry  fphere 

DweU'ft  in  the  palaces  of  heaven,  enthron'd 

Among  the  demi-gods,  deign  to  defend 

This  thy  abode,  while  prefent  here  below. 

And  facred  ftill  to  thy  immortal  fame. 

With  tutelary  care.     Preferve  it  fafe 

From  Time's  deftroying  hand,  and  cruel  ftroke 

Of  faclious  Envy's  more  relentlefs  rage. 

Here  may,  long  ages  hence,  the  Britilh  youth. 

When  honour  calls  them  to  the  field  of  war. 

Behold  the  trophies  which  thy  valour  rais'd; 

The  proud  reward  of  thy  fuccefsful  toils 

For  Europe's  freedom,  and  Britannia's  fame ; 

That  fir'd  with  generous  envy,  they  may  dare 

To  emulate  thy  deeds. —  So  fhall  thy  name. 

Dear  to  thy  country,  ftill  infpire  her  fons 

With  martial  virtue ;  and  to  high  attempts 

Excite  their  arms,  till  other  battles  won. 

And  nations  fav'd'  new  monuments  require. 

And  other  Blenheims  fhall  adorn  the  land. 


To 
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45  A  Y,  deareft  friend,  how  roll  thy  hours  away  ? 

What  pleafing  ftudy  cheats  the  tedious  day  ? 
Doft  thou  the  facred  volumes  oft  explore 
Of  wife  Antiquity's  immortal  lore. 
Where  virtue,  by  the  charms  of  wit  refin'd. 
At  once  exalts  and  polifhes  the  mind  ? 
How  different  from  our  modern  guilty  art. 
Which  pleafes  only  to  corrupt  the  heart ; 
Whofe  ciirft  refinements  odious  vice  adorn. 
And  teach  to  honour  v^hat  we  ought  to  fcorn ! 
Doft  thou  in  fage  hiftorians  joy  to  fee 
How  Roman  greatnefs  rofe  with  liberty  : 
How  the  fame  hands  that  tyrants  durft  control 
Their  empire  ftretch'd  from  Atlas  to  the  Pole  ; 
Till  wealth  and  conqueft  into  flaves  refin'd 
The  proud  luxurious  maflers  of  mankind  ? 
Doft  thou  in  letter'd  Greece  each  charm  admire. 
Each  grace,  each  virtue.  Freedom  could  infpire  ; 
Yet  in  her  troubled  ftate  fee  all  the  woes, 

-And  all  the  crimes,  that  giddy  Faftion  knows ; 
Till,  rent  by  parties,  by  corruption  fold. 
Or  weakly  carelefs,  or  too  rafhly  bold. 
She  funk,  beneath  a  mitigated  doom, 

,.^he  Have  and  tutorefs  of  proteding  Rome  ? 

Vol.  LXIV  T  Docs 
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Does  calm  Philofophy  her  aid  impa 
To  guide  the  paffions,  and  to  mend  the  heart  ? 
Taught  by  her  precepts,  haft  thou  learnt  the  end 
To  which  alone  the  wife  their  ftudies  bend  j 
For  which  alone  by  nature  were  defign'd 
The  powers  of  thought — to  benefit  mankind  ? 
Not,  like  a  cloyfter'd  drone,  to  read  and  dofe. 
In  undeferving,  undeferv'd,  repofe; 
Eut  Reafon's  influence  to  diffufe ;  to  clear 
Th'  eniighten'd  world  of  every  gloomy  fear  ; 
Difpel  the  mifts  of  error,  and  unbind 
Thofe  pedant  chains  that  clog  the  freeborn  mind, 
Happy  who  thus  his  leifure  can  employ  ! 
He  knows  the  pureft  hours  of  tranquil  joy ; 
Nor  vext  with  pangs  that  bufier  bofoms  tear. 
Nor  loft  to  focial  virtue's  pleafing  care ; 
Safe  in  the  port,   yet  labouring  to  fuftain 
Thofe  who  ftill  float  on  the  tempeftuous  main. 

So  Locke  the  days  of  ftudious  quiet  fpent  j 
So  Boyle  in  wifdom  found  divine  content ; 
So  Cambray,  worthy  of  a  happier  doom. 
The  virtuous  flave  of  Louis  and  of  Rome. 

Good  *  Wor'fter  thus  fupports  his  drooping  age. 
Far  from  court-flattery,  far  from  party-rage ; 
He,  who  in  youth  a  tyrant's  frown  defy'd,  ^ 

Firm  and  intrepid  on  his  country's  fide. 
Her  boldeft  champion  then,  and  now  her  mildeft    | 
guide! 

*  Bp.  Hough. 

O  gens- 
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O  wenerous  warmth  !  O  fanftity  divine  ! 

To  emulate  his  worth,  my  friend,  be  thine  : 

Learn  from  his  life  the  duties  of  the  gown ; 

Learn,  not  to  flatter,  nor  infult  the  crown  ; 

Nor,  bafely  fervile,  court  the  guilty  great. 

Nor  raife  the  church  a  rival  to  the  ftate  : 

To  error  mild,  to  vice  alone  fevere. 

Seek  not  to  fpread  the  la^  oflo^e  by  fear. 

The  prieft  who  plagues  the  world  can  never  mend  : 

No  foe  to  man  was  e'er  to  God  a  triend. 

Let  reafon  and  let  virtue  faith  maintain  ; 

All  foice  but  theirs  is  impious,  weak,  and  vain. 

Me  other  cares  in  other  climes  engage. 
Cares  that  become  my  birth,  and  fuit  my  age ; 
In  various  knowledge  to  improve  my  youth. 
And  conquer  prejudice,  worft  toe  to  truth; 
By  foreign  arts  domefdc  faults  to  mend. 
Enlarge  my  notions,  and  my  views  extend; 
The  ufeful  fcience  of  the  world  to  know. 
Which  books  can  never  teach,  or  pedants  fhow. 

A  nation  here  I  pity  and  admire. 
Whom  nobleft  fentiments  of  glory  fire. 
Yet  taught,  by  cuftom's  force  and.bigot  fear. 
To  ferve  with  pride,  and  boaft  the  yoke  they  bear  ; 
Whofe  nobles,  born  to  cringe  and  to  command, 
(In  courts  a  mean,   in  camps  a  generous  band,) 
From  each  low  tool  of  power,  content  receive 
Thofe  laws,  their  dreaded  arms  to  Europe  give. 
Whofe  people  (vain  in  want,  in  bondage  bleft  ; 
Though  plunder'd,  gay  ;  induftrious,  though  oppreft) 
T  2  With 
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With  happy  follies  rife  above  their  fate. 
The  jeft  and  envy  of  each  wifer  ftate. 

Yet  here  the  Mufes  deign'd  a  while  to  fport 
In  the  fhort  fun-lhine  of  a  favouring  court ; 
Here  Boikau,  ftrong  in  fenfe  and  iharp  in  wit. 
Who,  from  the  ancients,  like  the  ancients  writ, 
Permiffion  gain'd  inferior  vice  to  blame. 
By  flattering  incenfe  to  his  mafter's  fame. 
Here  Moliere,  firft  of  comic  wits,  excell'd 
Whate'er  Athenian  theatres  beheld ; 
By  keen,  yet  decent,  fatire  fkill'd  to  pleafe. 
With  morals  mirth  uniting,   ftrength  with  eafe. 
Now,  charm'd,  I  hear  the  bold  Corneille  infpire 
Heroic ithoughts,  with  Shakefpeare's  force  and  fire! 
Now  fweet  Racine,  with  milder  influence,  move 
The  foften'd  heart  to  pity  and  to  love. 

With  mingled  pain  and  pleafure,   I  furvey 
The  pompous  works  of  arbitrary  fway ; 
Proud  palacee,  that  drain'd  the  fubjefts'  flore, 
Rais'd  on  the  ruins  of  th'  oppreft  and  poor ; 
Where  ev'n  mute  walls  are  taught  to  flatter  ftate. 
And  painted  triumphs  ftyle  Ambition  great*. 
With  more  delight  thofe  pleafmg  fhades  I  view, 
W^hcre  Conde  from  an  envious  court  withdrew  f; 
Where,  fick  of  glory,  fadion,  power,  and  pride, 
{Sure  judge  how  empty  all,  who  all  had  tried!) 

*  The  viftories  cf  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  painted  in  the  galle- 
ries of  Verfailles. 
:  'J-  Chantilly. 

.    .  !  Beneatij 
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Beneath  his  palms  the  weary  chief  rcpos'd. 
And  life's  great  fcene  in  quiet  virtue  clos'd. 

With  Ihame  that  other  fam'd  retreat  I  fee, 
Adorn'dby  art,  difgrac'd  by  luxury  *  : 
Where  Orleans  wafted  every  vacant  hour. 
In  the  wild  riot  of  unbounded  power  ; 
Where  feveriih  debauch  and  impious  love 
Stain'd  the  mad  table  arid  the  guilty  grove. 

With  thefe  amufements  is  thy  friend  detaln'dj  • 
Pleas'd  and  inftructed  in  a  foreign  land  ; 
Yet  oft  a  tender  wifh  recals  my  mind 
From  prefent  joys  to  dearer  left  behind  ? 
O  native  ifle,  fair  Freedom's  happieft  feat! 
At  thought  of  thee,  my  bounding  pulfes  beat ; 
At  thought  of  thee,  my  heart  impatient  burns. 
And  all  my  country  on  my  foul  returns. 
When  (hall  I  fee  thy  fields,  whofe  plenteous  grain 
No  power  can  ravifh  from  th'  induftrious  fwain  ? 
When  kifs,  with  pious  iove,  the  facred  earth 
That  gave  a  Burleigh  or  a  Ruffel  birth  ? 
When,  in  the  (hade  of  laws,  that  long  have  flood, 
Propt  by  their  care,  or  ftrengthen'd  by  their  blood. 
Of  fearlefs  independence  wifely  vain. 
The  proudeft  flave  of  Bourbon's  race  difdain  ? 

Yet,  oh  !  what  doubt,  what  fad  prefaging  voice, 
Whilpers  within,  and  bids  me  not  rejoice ; 
Bids  me  contemplate  every  ftate  around. 
From  fultry  Spain  to  Norway's  icy  bound  ; 
Bids  their  loft  rights,  their  ruin'd  glories  fee  ; 
And  tells  me,  Thefe,  like  England,  once  were  free ! 
*  S:.  Cloud. 

T   3  TO 
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T    O 

MR.       P     O      Y     N     T     2r, 

AMBASSADOR     AT      THE     CONGRESS     OF     SOISSONS, 
IN      I     28. 

WRITTEN    AT    PARIS. 

/^  T  H  O  U,  whofe  friendlhip  is  my  joy  and  pride, 
^"^  Whofe  virtues  warm  me,  and  whofe  precepts 
guide ; 

Thou  to  whom  greatnefs,   rightly  underftood. 

Is  but  a  larger  power  of  being  good  ; 

Say,    Poyntz,  amidft  the  toil  of  anxious  ftate. 

Does  not  thy  fecret  foul  defire  retreat  ? 

Doll  thou  not  wifh  (the  tafic  of  glory  done) 

Thy  bufy  life  at  length  might  be  thy  own  j 

That,    to  thy  lov'd  philofophy  refign'd. 

No  care  might  ruffle  thy  unbended  mind  ? 

Juft  is  the  wifh.     For  fure  the  happieft  meed. 

To  favout'd  man  by  fmiling  Heaven  decreed. 

Is,  to  refledl  at  eafe  on  glorious  pains. 

And  calmly  to  enjoy  what  virtue  gains. 

Not  him  I  praife,  who,  from  the  world  retir'd^ 

By  no  enlivening  generous  paffion  fir'd. 

On  flow  ery  couches  flumbers  life  away. 
And  gently  bids  his  aftive  powers  decay  ; 

Who 
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Who  fears  bright  Glory's  awful  face  to  fee. 
And  fliuns  renown  as  much  as  infantiy. 
But  bleft  is  he,  who,  exercis'd  in  cares. 
To  private  leifure  public  virtue  bears; 
Who  tranquil  ends  the  race  he  nobly  run. 
And  decks  repofe  with  trophies  Labour  won. 
Him  Honour  follows  to  the  fecret  Ihade, 
And  crowns  propitious  his  declining  head; 
In  his  retreats  their  harps  the  Mufes  ftring. 
For  him  in  lays  unbought  fpontaneous  fing ; 
Friendfliip  and  Truth  on  all  his  moments  wait. 
Pleas 'd  with  retirement  better  than  with  ftate  ; 
And  round  the  bower,  where  humbly  great  he  lies. 
Fair  olives  bloom,  or  verdant  laurels  rife. 

So  when  thy  country  fliall  no  more  demand 
The  needful  aid  of  thy  fuftaining  hand ; 
When  peace  reftor'd  fhall,  on  her  downy  wing. 
Secure  repofe  and  carelefs  leifure  bring  ; 
Then,  to  the  fliades  of  learned  eafe  retir'd. 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  admir'd. 
Among  thy  books  and  friends,  thou  fhalt  polTefs 
Contemplative  and  quiet  happinefs : 
Pleas 'd  to  review  a  life  in  honour  ^fpent. 
And  painful  merit  paid  with  fweet  content. 
Yet,  though  thy  hours  unclogg'd  with  forrow  roll. 
Though  wifdom  calm,  and  fcience  feed  thy  foul. 
One  dearer  blifs  remains  to  be  poiTefi:, 
That  only  can  improve  and  crovy'n  the  reft.— 

Permit  thy  friend  this  fecret  to  reveal. 
Which  thy  own  heart  perhaps  would  better  tell ; 

T  4  The 
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The  point  to  which  our  fvveeteft  paffions  move 

Is,  to  be  truly  lov'd,  and  fondly  love. 

This  is  the  charm  that  fmooths  the  troubled  breaftj 

Friend  of  our  health,  and  author  of  our  reft : 

Bids  every  gloomy  vexing  paffion  fly. 

And  tunes  each  jarring  ftring  to  harmony. 

Ev'n  while  I  write,  the  name  of  Love  infpires 

More  pleafing  thoughts,  and  more  enlivening  fires  ; 

Beneath  his  power  my  raptur'd  fancy  glows. 

And  every  tender  verfe  more  fvveetly  flows. 

Dull  is  the  privilege  of  living  free  ; 

Our  hearts  were  never  form'd  for  liberty  : 

Some  beauteous  image,  well  imprinted  there. 

Can  beft  defend  them  from  confuming  care. 

In  vain  to  groves  and  gardens  we  retire. 

And  Nature  in  her  rural  works  admire  ; 

Though  grateful  thefe,  yet  thefe  but  faintly  charm  ^ 

They  may  delight  us,  but  can  never  warm. 

May  fome  fair  eyes,  my  friend,  thy  bofom  fire 

With  pleafing  pangs  of  ever-gay  defire  ; 

And  teach  thee  that  foft  fcience,   which  alone 

Still  to  thy  fearching  mind  refts  flightly  known  ! 

Thy  foul,  though  great,  is  tender  and  refin'd. 

To  friendfliip  fenfible,  to  love  inclin'd. 

And  therefore  long  thou  canft  not  arm  thy  breaft 

Againft  the  entrance  of  fo  fweet  a  gueft. 

Hear  what  th'  infpiring  Mufes  bid  me  tell. 

For  Heaven  ihall  ratify  what  they  reveal  : 

"  A  chofen  bride  Ihall  in  thy  arms  be  plac'd, 
**  With  all  th'  attra<ftive  charms  of  beauty  grac'd, 

•'  Whofc 
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««  Whofe  wit  and  virtue  fliall  thy  own  exprefs, 
"  Diftingiiifli'd  only  by  their  fofter  drefs : 
"  Thy  greatnefs  (he,  or  thy  retreat,  fhall  fhare  ; 
"  Sweeten  tranquillity,  or  {"often  care  ; 
*•  Her  fmiles  the  tafte  of  every  joy  (hall  raife, 
*♦  And  add  new  pleafure  to  renown  and  praife  ; 
**  Till  charm'd  you  ov\'n  the  truth  my  verfe  would 

♦'  prove, 
*'  That  happinefs  is  near  allied  to  love." 

VERSES 

To    BE    WRITTEN     UNDER     A    PICTURE     OF 
MR.     P  O  Y  N  T  Z. 

Q  UCH  is  thy  form,   O  Poyntz,  but  who  fhall  fiad 

A  hand,  or  colours,  to  exprefs  thy  mind  ? 
A  mind  unmov'd  by  every  vulgar  fear. 
In  a  falfe  world  that  dares  to  be  fincere  ; 
Wife  without  art ;  without  ambition  great ; 
Though  firm,  yet  pliant ;  aflive,  though  fedate  j 
With  all  the  richeft  ftores  of  learning  fraught. 
Yet  better  ftill  by  native  prudence  taught ; 
That,  fond  the  griefs  of  the  diftreft  to  heal. 
Can  pity  frailties  it  could  never  feel ; 
That,  when  Misfortune  fued,  ne'er  fought  to  know 
What  {edi,  what  party,  whether  friend  or  foe  : 
That,   fix'd  on  equal  virtue's  temperate  laws, 
Defpifes  calumny,  and  fhuns  applaufe  ; 
That,  to  its  own  perfedtions  fingly  blind. 
Would  for  another  think  this  praife  defign'd. 

An 
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EPISTLE     TO     MR.    POPE. 

FROM      R  O  M  E,      I73O. 

IMMORTAL  bard  !  for  whom  each  Mufe  has  wove 

The  faireft  garlands  of  th'  Aonian  grove  j 
Preferv'd  our  drooping  genius  to  reftore. 
When  Addifon  and  Congreve  are  no  more  ; 
After  fo  many  ftars  extinft  in  night. 
The  darken 'd  age's  laft  remaining  light ! 
To  thee  from  Latian  realms  this  verfe  is  writ, 
Infpir'd  by  memory  of  antient  wit; 
For  now  no  more  thefe  climes  their  influence  boaft, 
Fall'n  is  their  glory,  and  their  virtue  loft  ; 
From  tyrants,  and  from  priefts,  the  Mufes  fly. 
Daughters  of  Reafon  and  of  Liberty  ! 
Nor  Ba'ix  now  nor  Umbria's  plain  they  love. 
Nor  on  the  banks  of  Nar  or  Mincio  rove  ; 
To  Thames's  flowery  borders  they  retire. 
And  kindle  in  thy  breaft  the  Roman  fire. 
So  in  the  Ihades,  where,  chear'd  with  fummer  rays. 
Melodious  linnets  warbled  fprightly  lays. 
Soon  as  the  faded,  falling  leaves  complain 
Of  gloomy  Winter's  unaufpicious  reign. 
No  tuneful  voice  is  heard  of  joy  or  love. 
But  mournful  filence  faddens  all  the  grove. 

Unhappy  Italy  !  whofe  alter'd  ftate 
Has  felt  the  worft  feverity  of  fate ; 

Not 
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Not  that  barbarian  hands  her  fafces  broke. 
And  bow'd  her  haughty  neck  beneath  their  yoke  j 
Nor  that  her  palaces  to  earth  are  thrown. 
Her  cities  defart,  and  her  fields  iinfown ; 
But  that  her  ancient  fpirit  is  decay 'd. 
That  facred  wifdom  from  her  bounds  is  fled ; 
That  there  the  fource"  of  fcience  flows  no  more. 
Whence  its  rich  ftreams  fupplied  the  world  before. 

Illuftrious  names!  that  once  in  Latium  fhin'd. 
Born  to  inftruft,  and  to  command  mankind ; 
Chiefs,  by  whofe  virtue  mighty  Rome  was  rais'd. 
And  poets,  who  thofe  chiefs  fublimely  prais'd ; 
Oft  I  the  traces  you  have  left  explore. 
Your  afhes  vifit,  and  your  urns  adore  ; 
Oft  kifs,  with  lips  devout,  fome  mouldering  ftone. 
With  ivy's  venerable  (hade  o'ergrown  ; 
Thofe  horrid  ruins  better  pleas 'd  to  fee 
Than  all  the  pomp  of  modern  luxury. 

As  late  on  Virgil's  tomb  frefli  flowers  I  flrow'd. 
While  with  th'  infpiring  Mufe  my  bofom  glow'd, 
Crown'd  with  eternal  bays,  my  ravifn'd  eyes 
Beheld  the  poet's  awful  form  arife  : 

•*  Stranger,  he  faid,  whofe  pious  hand  has  paid 
"  Thefe  grateful  rites  to  ray  attentive  fhade, 
*'  When  thou  fiialt  breathe  thy  happy  native  air, 
"  To  Pope  this  meflage  from  his  mafter  bear : 

*'  Great  bard,  whofe  numbers  I  myfelf  infpire, 
"  To  whom  I  gave  my  own  harmonious  lyre, 
"  If,  high  exalted  on  the  throne  of  wit, 
**  Near  me  and  Homer  thou  afpire  to  fit, 

I  «•  No 
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*'  No  more  let  meaner  fatire  dim  the  rays 
•'  That  flow  majeflic  from  thy  nobler  bays  ; 
*'  In  all  the  flowery  paths  of  Pindus  ftray, 
*'  But  fliun  that  thorny,  that  unpleafing  way ; 
"  Nor,  when  each  foft  engaging  Mufe  is  thine, 
**  Addrefb  the  leafl:  attradlive  of  the  Nine. 

"  Of  thee  more  worthy  were  thy  talk,  to  raife 
"  A  lading  column  to  thy  country's  praife  ; 
"  To  flng  the  land,  which  yet  alone  can  boaft 
•'  That  liberty  corrupted  Rome  has  loft  ; 
**  Where  Science  in  the  arms  of  Peace  is  laid, 
"  And  plants  her  palm  beneath  the  olive's  fhade, 
**  Such  was  the  theme  for  which  my  lyre  I  ftrung, 
"  Such  was  the  people  whofe  exploits  I  fung  ; 
"  Brave,  yet  reiin'd,  for  arms  and  arts  renown'd, 
*'  With  different  bays  by  Mars  and  Phoebus  crown'd  j 
"  Dauntlefs  oppofers  of  tyrannic  fway, 
'*  But  pleas'd  a  mild  Auguftus  to  obey. 

"  If  thefe  commands  fubmiffive  thou  receive, 
**  Immortal  and  unblam'd  thy  name  fhall  live, 
*'  Envy  to  black  Cocytus  fliall  retire  ; 
"  And  howl  with  Furies  in  tormenting  fire ; 
"  Approving  Time  fliall  confecrate  thy  lays, 
"  And  join  the  patriot's  to  the  poet's  praife." 
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T     O 

LORD      HERVEY. 

IN  THE   YEAR   I73O.      FROM    WORCESTERSHIRE. 

**  Strenua  nosexercet  inertia:  navibus  atque 

**  Quadrigis  petimus  bene  vivere :  quod  petis,  hie  cd ; 

"  Eft  ulubris,  animus  fi  te  non  deficit  ^quus."  Hor. 

T?AVOURITE  of  Venus  and  the  tuneful  Nine, 
•*■     PoUio,  by  Nature  form'd  in  courts  to  fhinc. 
Wilt  thou  once  more  a  kind  attention  lend. 
To  thy  long  abfent  and  forgotten  friend  ; 
Whos'  after  feas  and  mountains  wander'd  o'er, 
Return'd  at  length  to  his  own  native  (hore. 
From  all  that's  gay  retir'd,  and  all  that's  great. 
Beneath  the  Ihades  of  his  paternal  feat, 
Has  found  that  happinefs  he  fought  in  vain 
On  the  fam'd  banks  of  Tiber  and  of  Seine? 

'Tis  not  to  view  the  well-proportion'd  pile. 
The  charms  of  Titian's  and  of  Raphael's  ftylej 
At  foft  Italian  founds  to  melt  away  ; 
Or  in  the  fragrant  groves  of  myrtle  ftray  ; 
That  lulls  the  tumults  of  the  foul  to  reft. 
Or  makes  the  fond.  pofTefTor  truly  bleft. 
In  our  own  breafts  the  fource  of  pleafure  lies. 
Still  open,  and  ftill  flov.ing  to  the  wife; 
Not  forc'd  by  toilfome  art  and  wild  defire 
•Eeyond  the  bounds  of  nature  to  afpire, 

'But, 
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But,  in  its  proper  channels  gliding  fair  ;  - 

A  common  benefit,  which  all  may  fhare. 

Yet  half  iTiankind  this  eafy  good  difdain. 

Nor  relifh  happinefs  unbought  by  pain  ; 

Falfe  is  their  tafte  of  blifs,  and  thence  their  fearch 

is  vain. 

So  idle,  yet  fo  reftlefs,  are  our  minds. 
We  climb  the  Alps,  and  brave  the  raging  winds; 
Through  various  toils  to  feck  Content  we  roam. 
Which  with  but  thinking  right  were  ours  at  home. 
For  not  the  ceafelefs  change  of  fhifted  place 
Can  from  the  heart  a  fettled  grief  erafe. 
Nor  can  the  purer  balm  of  foreign  air 
Heal  the  diftemper'd  mind  of  aking  care. 
The  wretch,  by  wild  impatience  driven  to  rove, 
Vext  with  the  pangs  of  ill-requited  love. 
From  Pole  to  Pole  the  fatal  arrow  bears, 
Whofe  rooted  point  his  bleeding  bofom  tears ; 
With  equal  pain  each  different  clime  he  tries. 
And  is  himfelf  that  torment  which  he  flies. 

For  how  fhould  ills,  which  from  our  paffions  flow, 
Ee  chang'd  by  Africk's  heat,  or  Ruflla's  fnow  ? 
Or  how  can  aught  but  powerful  reafon  cure 
What  from  unthinking  folly  we  endure  ? 
Happy  is  He,  and  He  alone,  who  knows 
His  heart's  uneafy  difcord  to  compofe; 
In  generous  love  of  others  good,  to  find 
The  fweeteft  pleafures  of  the  forial  mind  ; 
To  bound  his  wifhes  in  their  proper  fphere ; 
To  nourilh  pleafing  hope,  and  conquer  anxious  fear': 

Thi« 
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This  was  the  wifdom  ancient  fages  taught. 
This  was  the  fovereign  good  theyjuftly  fought; 
This  to  no  place  or  climate  is  confin'J, 
But  the  free  native  produce  of  the  mind. 

Nor  think,  my  Lord,  that  courts  to  you  deny 
The  ufeful  practice  of  philofophy  : 
Horace,  the  wifeft  of  the  tuneful  choir. 
Not  always  chofe  from  greatnefs  to  retire ; 
But,  in  the  palace  of  Auguftus,  knew 
The  fame  unerring  maxims  topurfue. 
Which,  in  the  Sabine  or  the  Velian  fliade. 
His  ftudy  and  his  happinefs  he  made. 

.May  you,  my  friend,  by  his  example  taught. 
View  all  the  giddy  fcene  with  fober  thought ; 
Undazzled  every  glittering  folly  fee. 
And  in  the  midft  of  flavifh  forms  be  free ; 
In  its  own  centre  keep  your  fleady  mind. 
Let  Prudence  guide  you,  but  let  Honour  bind. 
In  Ihow,   in  manners,  aCt  the  courtier's  part. 
But  be  a  country  gentleman  at  heart. 


ADVICE     TO     ALADY. 

M.DCC.XXXI. 

'T~»  H  E  counfels  of  a  friend,  Belinda,  hear. 
Too  roughly  kind  to  pleafe  a  lady's  ear. 
Unlike  the  flatteries  of  a  lover's  pen. 
Such  truths  as  women  feldom  learn  from  men. 


Nor 


S%9        LYTTELTON'S    POEMS. 
Nor  think  I  praife  you  ill,  when  thus  I  ihow 
What  female  y.anity  might  fear  to  know. 
Some  merit's  mine,  to  dare  to  be  fincere ; 
But  greater  yours,  fmcerity  to  bear. 

Hard  is  the  fortune  that  your  fex  attends  ; 
Women,  like  princes,  find  few  real  friends : 
All  who  approach  them  their  own  ends  purfue ; 
Lovers  and- Minifters  are  feldom  true. 
Hence  oft  from  Reafon  heedlefs  Beauty  ftrays. 
And  the  moft  trufted  guide  the  moft  betrays : 
Hence,  by  fond  dreams  of  fancied  power  amus'd. 
When  moft  ye  tyrannize,  you're  moft  abus'd. 

What  is  your  fex's  earlieft,  lateft  care. 
Your  heart's  fupreme  ambition  ? — To  be  fair. 
For  this,  the  toilet  every  thought  employs. 
Hence  all  the  toils  of  drefs,  and  all  the  joys  : 
For  this,  hands,  lips,  and  eyes,  are  put  to  fchool. 
And  each  inftrufted  feature  has  its  rule  : 
And  yet  how  few  have  learnt,  when  this  is  given. 
Not  to  difgrace  the  partial  boon  of  Heaven  ! 
How  few  with  all  their  pride  of  form  can  move ! 
How  few  are  lovely,  that  are  made  for  love  ! 
Do  you,  my  fair,  endeavour  to  pofl'efs 
An  elegance  of  mind  as  well  as  drefs ; 
Be  that  your  ornament,  and  know  to  pleafe 
By  graceful  Nature's  unaiFefted  eafe. 

Nor  make  to  dangerous  wit  a  vain  pretence. 
But  wifely  reft  content  with  modeft  fenfe  ; 
For  wit,  like  wine,  intoxicates  the  brain. 
Too  ftrong  for  feeble  woman  to  fuftain : 

Of 
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Of  ihofe  who  claim  it  more  than  half  have  none  ; 
And  half  of  thofewho  have  it  are  undone. 

Be  ftill  fuperior  to  your  fex's  arts. 
Nor  think  difhonefty  a  proof  of  parts  : 
For  you,  the  plaineft  is  the  vviieft  rule  : 
A  cunning  'woman  is  a  knanjijh  fool. 

Be  good  yourfelf,  nor  think  another's  fiiame 
Can  raifeyour  merit,^  or  adorn  your  fame. 
Prudes  rail  at  whores,  as  ftatefmen  in  difgrace 
At  minifters,  becaufe  they  wifh  their  place. 
Virtue  is  amiable,  mild,  ferene  ; 
Without,  all  beauty ;  and  all  peace  within  : 
The  honour  of  a  prude  is  rage  and  ftorm, 
'Tis  uglincfs  in  its  moft  frightful  form. 
Fiercely  it  Hands,  defying  gods  and  men. 
As  fiery  monfters  guard  a  giant's  den. 

Seek  to  be  good,  but  aim  not  be  great  t 
A  woman's  nobleft  Nation  is  retreat: 
Her  faireft  virtues  fly  from  public  fight, 
Domeftic  worth,  that  fhuns  too  ftrong  a  light. 

To  rougher  man  Ambition's  talk  refign : 
'Tis  ours  in  fenates  or  in  courts  to  Ihine; 
To  labour  for  a  funk  corrupted  ftate. 
Or  dare  the  rage  of  Envy,  and  be  great. 
One  only  care  your  gentle  breafts  fhould  move, 
Th'  important  bufmefs  of  your  life  is  love ; 
To  this  great  point  dirett  your  conftant  aim. 
This  makes  your  happinefs,  and  this  your  fame^ 

Be  never  cool  referve  with  paffion  join'd  ; 
With  caution  chufe ;  but  then  be  fondly  kind.. 

Vol.  IJ^IV.  U  Thr. 
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The  felfifli  heart,  that  but  by  halves  is  given. 
Shall  find  no  place  in  Love's  delightful  heaven  ; 
Here  fweet  extremes  alone  can  truly  blefs . 
The  virtue  of  a  lover  is  excefs. 

A  maid  unalk'd  may  own  a  well-plac'd  flame  ; 
Not  loving^f^y?,  but  loving  ivrong,  is  fhame. 

Contemn  the  little  pride  of  giving  pain. 
Nor  think  that  conqueft  juftifies  difdain. 
Short  is  the  period  of  infulting  power : 
Offended  Cupid  finds  his  vengeful  hour  ; 
Soon  will  refume  the  empire  which  he  gave. 
And  foon  the  tyrant  (hall  become  the  Have. 

Bleft  is  the  maid,  and  worthy  to  be  bleft, 
Whofe  foul,  entire  by  him  fhe  loves  pofleft. 
Feels  every  vanity  in  fondnefs  loft, 
And  a(ks  no  power  but  that  of  pleafing  moft  : 
Hers  is  the  blifs,  in  juft  return,  to  prove 
The  honeft  warmth  of  undifTembled  love ; 
For  her,  inconftant  man  might  ceafe  to  range. 
And  gratitude  forbid  defire  to  change. 

But,  left  harfli  care  the  lover's  peace  deftroy. 
And  roughly  blight  the  tender  buds  of  joy. 
Let  Reafon  teach  what  Paffion  fain  would  hide. 
That  Hymen's  bands  by  Prudence  fhould  be  tied, 
Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown. 
If  angry  Fortune  on  their  union  frown  : 
Soon  will  the  flattering  dream  of  blifs  be  o'er. 
And  cloy'd  imagination  cheat  no  more. 
Then,  waking  to  thefenfe  of  lafting  pain. 
With  mutual  tears  the  nuptial  couch  they  ftain ; 

z  Ami 
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And  that  fond  love,  which  Ihould  afford  relief. 
Does  but  increafe  the  anguidi  of  their  grief: 
While  both  could  eafier  their  own  forrows  bear. 
Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care. 

Yet  may  you  rather  feel  that  virtuous  pain. 
Than  fell  your  violated  charms  for  gain  ; 
Than  wed  the  wretch  whom  you  defpife  or  hate. 
For  the  vain  glare  of  ufelefs  wealth  or  ftate. 
The  moll  abandon'd  proftitutes  are  they. 
Who  not  to  love,  but  avarice,  fall  a  prey  : 
Nor  aught  avails  the  fpecious  name  oinvife; 
A  maid  fo  wedded  is  a  'whorefor  life, 

Ev'n  in  the  happieft  choice,  where  favouring  Heaven 
Has  equal  love  and  eafy  fortune  given. 
Think  not,  the  Hufband  gain"d,  that  all  is  done  ; 
The  prize  of  happinefs  mull  ftill  be  won : 
And  oft,  the  carelefs  find  it  to  their  coft. 
The  lover  in  the  hujlatid  may  be  loft  ; 
The  Graces  might  alone  his  heart  allure ; 
They  and  the  Virtues  meeting  v!vo&fecurc. 

Let  ev'n  vovlt prudence  wear  the  pleafing  drefs 
Of  care  for  him,  and  anxious  tendernefs. 
From  kind  concern  about  his  weal  or  woe. 
Let  each  domeftic  duty  feem  to  flow. 
The  houjhold Jceptre  if  he  bids  you  bear. 
Make  it  your  pride  \C\^Jer~oant  to  appear  : 
Endearing  thus  the  common  afts  of  life. 
The  mijire/s  ftill  fhall  charm  him  in  the  luife ; 
And  wrinkled  age  (hall  unobferv'd  come  on. 
Before  his  eye  perceives  one  beauty  gone ; 

U  2  Ev'n 
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Ev'n  o'er  your  cold,  your  ever-facred  urn. 
His  conftant  flame  Ihall  unextinguifh'd  burn. 

Thus  I,  Belinda,  would  your  charms  improve^. 
And  form  your  heart  to  all  the  arts  of  love. 
The  tafk  were  harder,  to  fecure  my  own 
Againit  the  power  of  thofe  already  known  : 
For  well  you  twill  thefecret  chains  that  bind 
With  gentle  force  the  captivated  mind, 
Skill'd  every  foft  attraftion  to  employ. 
Each  flattering  hope,  and  each  alluring  joy. 
I  own  your  genius  ;  and  from  you  receive 
The  rules  of  pleafing,  which  to  you  I  givci. 


SONG. 

Written  in  the  Year  17320 

I. 

"1X7  HEN  Delia  on  the  plain  appearsj 
Aw'd  by  a  thoufand  tender  fears, 
I  would  approach,  but  dare  not  move  i 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

II. 

Whene'er  fhe  fpeaks,  my  ravifh'd  ear 
No  other  voice  but  hers  can  hear. 
No  other  wit  but  hers  approve  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 


ni.  If 
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III. 
If  (hefome  other  youth  commend. 
Though  I  was  once  his  fondeft  friend. 
His  inftant  enemy  I  prove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

IV. 

When  fhe  is  abfent,  I  no  more 
Delight  in  all  that  pleas'd  before. 
The  cleareft  fpring,  or  fliadicit  gro\-e  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

V. 
When,  fond  of  power,  of  beauty  vain. 
Her  nets  (he  fpread  for  every  fwain, 
I  ftrove  to  hate,  but  vainly  ftrove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

SONG. 

Written  in  the  Year  1735. 

I. 
'Tp  H  E  heavy  hours  arc  almoft  paft 

That  part  my  love  and  me  : 
My  longing  eyes  may  hope  at  laft 

Their  only  wifli  to  fee. 

II. 

But  how,  my  Delia,  will  you  meet 

The  man  you've  loft  fo  long  ? 
Will  love  in  aU  your  pulfes  beat. 

And  tremble  on  your  tongue  ? 

U  3  III,  Will 
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III. 
Will  you  in  every  look  declare 

Your  heart  is  ftill  the  fame  ; 
And  heal  each  idly-anxious  care 

Our  fears  in  abfence  frame  ? 

IV. 
Thus,  Delia,  thus  I  paint  the  fcene^ 

When  fhortly  we  ftiall  meet ; 
And  try  what  yet  remains  between 

Of  loitering  time  to  cheat. 

V. 
But,  if  the  dream  that  fooths  my  mind 

Shall  falfe  and  groundlefs  prove  j 
If  I  am  doom'd  at  length  to  find 

You  have  forgot  to  love  : 

VI. 

All  I  of  Venus  afk,  is  this  ; 

No  more  to  let  us  join  : 
But  grant  rne  here  the  flattering  blifs. 

To  die,  and  think  you  mine. 


DAMON 
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D  A  M  O  N    A  N  D    DELIA. 

In  Imitation'  ofHoraceandLydia. 

Written   in   the  Year  1732, 

D  A   M  O  N. 

TELL  me,  my  Delia,  tell  me  why 
My  kindeft,  fondeft  looks  you  fly  ? 
What  means  this  cloud  upon  your  brow  ? 
Have  I  cfFended  ?  Tell  me  how  ! — 
Some  change  has  happen'd  In  your  heart, 
Some  rival  there  has  Horn  a  part ; 
Reafon  thefe  fears  mav  difapprove  : 
Eut  yet  I  fear,  becaufe  I  love. 

Delia. 

Firft  tell  me,  Damon,  why  to-day 
At  Belvidera's  feet  j-ou  lay  ? 
Why  with  fuch  warmth  her  charms  you  prals'd,, 
And  every  trifling  beauty  rais'd. 
As  if  you  meant  to  let  me  fee 
Your  flattery  is  not  all  for  me  ? 
Alas  !  too  well  your  fex  I  knew. 
Nor  was  fo  weak  to  think  you  true, 

Damon. 
Urikind  !  my  flilfehood  to  upbraid. 
When  your  own  orders  I  obey'd  ^ 

U  ^  Yow 
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You  bid  me  try,  by  this  deceit. 
The  notice  of  the  world  to  cheat. 
And  hide,  beneath  another  name. 
The  fecret  of  our  mutual  flame. 

Delia. 
Damon,  your  prudence  I  confefs. 
But  let  me  wifli  it  had  been  lefs ; 
Too  well  the  Lover's  part  you  play'd. 
With  too  much  art  your  court  you  made; 
Had  it  been  only  art,  your  eyes 
Would  not  have  join'd  in  the  difguife. 

Damon. 
Ah  !  ceafe  thus  idly  to  molefl: 
With  groundlefs  fears  thy  virgin  breafl. 
While  thus  at  fancied  wrongs  you  grieve. 
To  me  a  real  pain  you  give. 

Delia. 
Though  well  I  might  your  truth  diftruft. 
My  foolifh  heart  believes  you  juft  : 
Reafon  this  faith  may  difapprove  ; 
But  I  believe,  becaufe  I  love. 


ODE, 
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ODE, 

In  Imitation    of    FASTOR    FIDO* 

("  O  primavera  gioventu  del  anno.") 

Written  Abroad   in   1729, 

L 

A  R  E  N  T  of  blooming  flowers  and  gay  defires. 


P 


Youth  of  the  tender  year,  delightful  Spring, 
At  whofe  approach,  infpir'd  with  equal  fires. 
The  amorous  Nightingale  and  Poet  ling  I 

II. 
Again  doft  thou  return,  but  not  with  thee 

Return  the  fmiling  hours  I  once  poffeft  ; 
Bleffings  thou  bring'ft  to  others,  but  to  me 

The  iad  jemembrance  that  I  once  was  bleft. 

III. 
Thy  faded  charms,  which  Winter  fnatch^d  away, 

Renew'd  in  all  their  former  luftre  (hine  ; 
But,  ah  !  no  more  fhall  haplefs  I  be  gay. 

Or  know  the  vernal  joys  that  have  been  mine, 

IV. 
Though  linnets  fmg,  tbough  flowers  adorn  the  green. 

Though  on  their  wings  foft  Zephyrs  fragrance  bear  ; 
Harrti  is  the  mufic,  joylefs  is  the  fcene. 
The  odour  faint :  for  Delia  is  not  there. 

V.  Chear- 
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heerlefs  and  cold  I  feel  the  genial  fun. 
From  thee  while  abfent  I  in  exile  rove  ; 
Thy  lovely  prefcnce,  faireft  light,  alone 
Can  warm  my  heart  to  gladnefs  and  to  love. 

Parts  of  an  ELEGY  of  TIBULLUS. 

Translated,  1729-30. 

("  Divitias  alius  fulvo  fibi  congerat  aurc") 

E  T  others  heap  of  wealth  a  fnining  ftore. 
And,  much  poffefling,  labour  ftill  for  more; 
Let  them,  difquieted  with  dire  alarms, 
Afpire  to  win  a  dangerous  fame  in  arms  : 
Me  tranquil  po",  erty  fhall  lull  to  reft. 
Humbly  fecure,  and  indolently  bleft ; 
Warm'd  by  the  blaze  of  my  own  chearful  hearth,, 
ril  wafte  the  wintery  hours  in  fecial  mirth ; 
In  Summer  pleas'd  attend  to  harveft  toils. 
In  Autumn  prefs  the  vineyard's  purple  fpoils. 
And  oft  to  Delia  in  my  bofom  bear 
Some  kid,  or  lamb,  that  wants  its  mother's  care : 
With  her  I'll  celebrate  each  gladfome  day. 
When  fwains  their  fportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay  : 
With  her  new  milk  on  Pales'  altar  pour. 
And  deck  with  ripen'd  fruits  Pomona's  bower. 
At  night,  how  foothing  would  it  be  to  hear. 
Safe  ia  her  arms,  the  tempeft  howling  near ; 

Or, 
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Or,  while  the  vvintery  clouds  their  deluge  pour. 

Slumber  affifted  by  the  beating  fiiower  ! 

Ah  !  how  much  happier,  than  the  fool  who  braves. 

In  fearch  of  wealth,  the  black  tempeltuous  waves  I 

While  I,  contented  with  my  little  ftore. 

In  tedious  voyage  fcek  no  dirtant  fhore; 

But,  idly  lolling  en  fome  fhady  feat. 

Near  cooling  fountains  fhun  the  dog-ftar's  heat : 

For  what  reward  fo  rich  could  Fortune  give. 

That  I  by  abfence  fliould  my  Delia  grieve  ?  ' 

Let  Great  Meflalla  fliine  in  martial  toils. 

And  grace  his  palace  with  triumphal  fpoils; 

Me  Beauty  holds,  in  ftrong  though  gentle  chains. 

Far  from  tumultuous  war  and  dufty  plains. 

With  thee,  my  love,  to  pafs  my  tranquil  days. 

How  would  I  flight  Ambition's  painful  praife  ! 

How  would  I  joy  with  thee,  my  love,  to  yoke 

The  ox,  and  feed  my  folitary  flock  ! 

On  thy  foft  breaft  might  I  but  lean  my  head. 

How  downy  fhould  I  think  the  woodland  bed  ! 

The  wretch,  ^\■ho  fleeps  not  by  his  fair-one's  fide, 
Detefts  the  gilded  couch's  ufelefs  pride. 
Nor  knows  his  weary,  weeping  eyes  to  clofc. 
Though  murmuring  rills  invite  him  to  repofe. 
Hard  were  his  heart,  who  thee,  my  fair,  could  leave 
For  all  the  honours  profperous  war  can  give ; 
Though  through  the  vanquifh'd  Eaft  he  fpread  his  fante. 
And  Parthian  tyrants  tremble  at  his  name  ; 
Though,  bright  in  arms,  while  hofts  around  him  bleed. 
With  martial  pride  he  preft  his  foaming  fteed» 

No 
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No  pomps  like  thefe  my  humble  vows  require ; 
With  thee  I'll  live,  and  in  thy  arms  expire. 
The  may  my  clofing  eyes  in  death  behold ! 
Thee  may  my  fanltering  hand  yet  ftrive  to  hold! 
Then,  Delia  then,  thy  heart  will  melt  in  woe. 
Then  o'er  my  breathlefs  clay  thy  tears  will  flow  ; 
Thy  tears  will  now,  for  gentle  is  thy  mind. 
Nor  dofl  thou  think  it  weaknefs  to  be  kind. 
But,  ah  !  fair  mourner,  I  conjure  thee,  fpare 
Thy  heaving  breafts  and  loofe  dilhevel'd  hair  : 
Wound  not  thy  form  ;  left  on  th'  Elyfian  coaft 
Thy  anguifh  fhould  difturb  my  peaceful  ghoft. 

But  now  nor  death  nor  parting  fhould  employ 
Our  fprightly  thoughts,  or  damp  our  bridal  joy  : 
We'll  live,  my  Delia ;  and  from  life  remove 
All  care,  all  bafinefs,  but  delightful  Love. 
Old  age  in  vain  thofe  pleafures  would  retrieve  ' 
W'hich  youth  alone  can  tafte,  alone  can  give  ; 
Then  let  us  fnatch  the  moment  to  be  bleft, 
'This  hour  is  Love's — be  Fortune's  all  the  reft. 


SONG. 

WfilTTEN    IN     THE    YeAR     I732. 

L 

A  Y,  Myra,  why  is  gentle  Love 


s 


A  ftranger  to  that  mind. 

Which  Pity  and  Efteem  can  move 

Which  can  be  jull  and  kind  ? 


11.  Is 


SONG  JO 

11. 
Is  it,  becaufe  you  fear  to  fhare 

The  ills  that  Love  moleft  ; 
The  jealous  doubt,  the  tender  care^ 

That  rack  the  amorous  breaft  ? 

III. 
Alas !  by  fome  degree  of  woe 

We  every  blifs  muft  gain  : 
The  heart  can  ne'er  a  tranfport  know,. 

That  never  feels  a  pain. 

VERSES, 
WRtTTE  NAT  Mr. Pope's  House  atTwickenham.,. 

WHICH  HE   HAD   LENT    TO  MrS.  GrEVILLEo. 

In  August  iis^- 

I. 

/^  O,  Thames,  and  tell  the  bufy  town, 
^^   Not  all  its  wealth  or  pride 
Could  tempt  me  from  the  charms  that  crown 
I'hy  rural  flowery  fide: 

II. 

Thy  flowery  fide,  where  Pope  has  plac'd 

'  I  he  Mufes'  green  retreat. 
With  every  fmile  of  Nature  grac'd. 

With  every  art  complete, 

ML  But 
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III. 
But  now,  fweet  Bard,  thy  heavenly  fong 

Enchjints  us  here  no  more  ; 
Their  darling  glory  loft  too  long 

Thy  once-Iov'd  fhades  deplore. 

IV. 
Yet  ftill,  for  beauteous  Greville's  fake. 

The  Mufes  here  remain  ; 
Greville,  whofe  eyes  have  power  to  make 

A  Pope  of  every  fwain. 

EPIGRAM. 


ONE  without  hope  e'er  lov'd  the  brighteft  fair  : 
But  Love  can  hope,  where  Reafon  would  defpair^ 


To  Mr.   W  E  S  T,    at    W  I  C  K  H  A  M  *. 
'^Vritten  in  the  Year  1740. 

T?  AIR  Nature's  fweet  fimplicity. 

With  elegance  refin'd. 
Well  in  thy  feat,  my  friend,  I  fee. 
But  better  in  thy  mind. 

To  both,  from  courts  and  all  their  ftate. 

Eager  I  fly,  to  prove 
Joys  far  above  a  Courtiers  fate. 

Tranquillity  and  Love. 

*  See  the  Infcriptions  in  Mr.  Weft's  Poems. 

.     -  To 
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TO   MISS  LUCY   FORTESCUE, 

./^  N  C  E,  by  the  Mufe  alone  infpir'd 
^-'^  I  fung  my  amorous  ftrains : 
No  ferious  love  my  bofom  fir'd  ; 
Yet  every  tender  maid,  deceiv'd. 
The  idly-mournful  tale  believ'd. 
And  wept  my  fancied  pains. 

But  Venus  now,  to  punifh  me 

For  having  feign'd  fowell. 
Has  made  my  heart  fo  fond  of  theCj 
That  not  the  whole  Aonian  choir 
Can  accents  foft  enough  infpire. 

Its  real  flame  to  tell. 

TO    THE    S  A  M  Ej 

WITH 

HAMMOND'S    ELEGIES. 

ALL  that  of  Love  can  be  exprefs'd. 
In  thefe  foft  numbers  fee ; 
But,  Lucy,  would  you  know  the  reft. 
It  rauft  be  read  in  me. 


T  O 
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TO    THE    SAME.. 

fj^  O  him  who  in  an  hour  muft  die, 
"*■     Not  fwifter  feems  that  hour  to  fly,. 
Than  flow  the  minutes  feem  to  me, 
"Which  keep  me  from  the  fight  of  thee. 

Not  more  that  trembling  wretch  would  give.^ 

Another  day  or  year  to  live ; 

Than  I  to  fhorten  what  remains 

Of  that  long  hour  which  thee  detains. 

Oh  !  come  to  my  impatient  arms. 

Oh  I  come,  with  ail  thy  heavenly  charms^. 

At  once  to  juftify  and  pay 

The  pain  I  feel  from  this  delay.. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

I. 
f-W^  O  eafe  my  troubled  mind  of  anxious  care, 
"*■     Laft  night  the  fecret  caflcet  I  explor'd. 
Where  all  the  letters  of  my  abfent  fair 
His  richeft  treafure  careful  love  had  ftor'd,. 

II. 
In  every  word  a  magic  fpell  I  found 

Of  power  to  charm  each  bufy  thought  to  reft  ; 
Though  every  word  increas'd  the  tender  wound 
Of  fond  dcfire  ftill  throbbing  in  my  breaft 

III.  So 
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■      III. 

■So  to  his  hoarded  gold  the  mifer  fteal«. 

And  lofes  every  forrow  at  the  fight ; 
Yet  wifhes  ftill  for  more,  nor  ever  feels 

Entire  contentment,  or  fecure  delight, 

IV. 
Ah  !  fhould  I  lofe  thee,  my  too  lovely  maid, 

Couldft  thou  forget  thy  heart  was  ever  mini. 
Fear  not  thy  letters  fhould  the  cl^nge  upbraid ; 

My  hand  each  dear  memori^J'fhall  refign  : 

Not  one  kind  word  fhall  in  my  power  remain, 

A  painful  witnefs  of  reproach  to  thee  ; 
And  left  my  heart  fhould  ftill  their  fenfe  retain, 

My  heart  fhall  break,  to  leave  thee  wholly  free, 

A    PRAYER    TO    VENUS, 

TX  HER  TEMPi.  E  AT  STO  VV. 

TO  THE  SAMF. 

I. 

T?  A I R  Venus,  whofe  delightful  fhrine  furveys 

Its  front  reileded  in  tlie  filver  lake, 
Thefe  humble  offerings,  whkh  thy  fervant  pays, 
Frefh  flowers,  and  myrtle  wreaths,  propitious  take. 

Vol.  LXIV,  ^  II,  H 
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II. 
If  lefs  my  love  exceeds  all  other  love. 

Than  Lucy's  charms  all  other  charms  excel. 
Far  from  my  breaft  each  foothing  hope  remove^, 

And  there  let  fad  Defpair  for  ever  dwell. 

III. 
But  if  my  foul  is  fiU'd  with  her  alone  ; 

No  other,wifh  nor  other  objeft  knows  : 
Oh  !  make  her,  Goddefs,  make  her  all  my  own,. 

And  give  my  treiiibling  heart  fecure  repofe  ! 

IV. 
No  watchful  fpies  I  a(k,  to  guard  her  charms. 

No  walls  of  brafs,  no  fteel-defended  door  : 
Place  her  but  once  within  my  circling  arms, 

Lonje's/Kreft forty  and  I  will  doubt  no  more, 

TO    THE    SAME. 

ON    HER    PLEADING    WANT    OF    TIME. 
I. 

/^  N  Thames's  bank,  a  gentle  youth 

^^  For  Lucy  figh'd,  with  matchkfs  truth, 

Ev'n  when  he  figh'd  in  rhyme ; 
The  lovely  maid  his  flame  return'd. 
And  would  with  equal  warmth  have  burn'd. 

But  that  fhe  had  not  time. 


II.  Oft 


TO  MISS  LUCY  FORTESCUE.       307 

II. 

Oft  lie  repalr'd  with  eager  feet 
In-  fecret  fliades  his  fair  to  meet. 

Beneath  th'  accnftom'd  lime  : 
She  would  have  fondly  met  him  there, 
And  heal'd  with  love  each  tender  carc». 

But  that  fhe  had  not  time. 

III. 
"  It  was  not  thus,  inconftant  maid  ! 
"  You  afted  once,"  (the  fhepherd  faid) 

"  When  love  was  in  its  prime  :" 
She  griev'd  to  hear  him  thus  complain  ;- 
And  would  have  writ,  to  eafe  his  pain. 

Bat  that  fhe  had  not  time. 

IV. 

How  can  you  aft  fo  cold  a  part  ? 

No  crime  of  mine  has  chang'd  your  heart, 

if  love  be  not  a  crime. — 
We  foon  mult  part  for  months,  for  years — 
She  would  have  anfwer'd  with  her  tears. 

But  that  fne  had  not  time. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

XT  OUR  fnape,  your  lips,  your  eyes,  are  (rlll  the 

fame. 
Still  the  bright  objefl  of  my  conftant  flame; 
But  where  is  now  the  tender  glance,  that  ftole, 
W'ith  gentle  fweetnef*.  my  enchanted  foul  ? 

X  2  Kind 
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Kind  fears,  impatient  wifhes,  foft  defires, 

Each  melting  charm  that  Love  alone  infpires  ? 

Thefc,  thefe  are  loft  ;  and  I  behold  no  more 

The  maid,  my  heart  delighted  to  adore. 

Yet,  ftill  unchang'd,  ftill  doating  to  excefs, 

I  ought,  but  dare  not  try,  to  love  you  lefs  ; 

Weakly  I  griev  e,  unpiticd  I  complain  ; 

But  not  unpunifh'd  ftiall  your  change  remain  ; 

For  you,  cold  maid,  whom  no  complaints  can  more. 

Were  far  more  bleft,  when  you  like  me  could  love. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

I. 

T  X  T  H  E  N  1  think  on  your  truth,  I  doubt  you  no 

w 

I  blame  all  the  fears  I  gave  way  to  before  : 

I  fay  to  my  heart,  •'  Be  at  reft,  and  believe 

**  That  whom  once  ftie  has  chofen  ftie  never  will  leave." 

11. 
But,  ah  !  when  I  think  on  each  ravifliing  grace 
That  plays  in  the  fmiles  of  that  heavenly  face  ; 
My  heart  beats  again  ;  I  again  apprehend 
Some  fortunate  rival  in  every  friend. 

III. 
Thefe  painful  fufpicions  you  cannot  remove. 
Since  you  neither  can  leflen  your  charms  nor  my  love ; 
But  doubts  caus'd  by  pafllon  you  never  can  blame ; 
For  they  are  not  ill  founded,  or  you  feel  the  fame, 

T  O 
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TO    THE    SAME; 

WITH   A    NEW   WATCH. 

WI  T  H   me  while  prefent  may  thy  lovely  eye;i 
Be  never  tiirn'd  upon  this  golden  toy: 
Think  every  pleafing  hour  too  fwiftiy  flies ; 
And  meafure  time,  by  joy  fucceeding  joy  ! 

But  when  the  cares  that  interrupt  our  blifs 
To  me  not  always  will  thy  fight  allow  ; 

Then  oft  with  kind  impatience  look  on  this. 
Then  eveiy  minute  count — as  I  do  now. 

A  N    I  R  R  E  G  U  L  A  R    ODE. 
Written  at  Wickham   in    1746. 

TO    the    same. 

I. 

\7'  E  fylvan  fcenes  with  artlefs  beauty  gay. 

Ye  gentle  fliades  of  Wickham,  fay. 
What  is  the  charm  that  each  fucceffive  year. 

Which  fees  me  with  my  Lucy  here. 

Can  thus  to  my  tranfported  heart 
A  fenfe  of  joy  unfelt  before,  impart  ? 

11. 

Is  it  glad  Summer's  balmy  breath,  that  blows  ■ 

From  the  fair  jafmine  and  the  blufliing  rofe  ? 

^3  H«r 
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Her  balmy  breath,  and  all  her  blooming  ftore 

Of  rural  blifs,  was  here  before  : 
Oft  have  I  met  her  on  the  verdant  fide 
Of  Norwood-hill,  and  in  the  yellow  meads. 
Where  Pan  the  dancing  Graces  leads, 
Array'd  in  all  her  flowery  pride. 
No  fweeter  fragrance  now  the  gardens  yield. 
No  brighter  colours  paint  th'  enamel'd  fiel'i. 

III. 

Is  it  to  Love  thefe  new  delights  T  owe  ? 
Four  times  has  the  revolving  fun 

His  annual  circle  through  the  zodiac  run  ; 
Since  all  that  Love's  indulgent  power 
On  favour'd  mortals  can  beftovv. 

Was  given  to  me  in  this  aufpicious  bower. 

IV. 
Here  firft  my  Lucy,  fweet  in  virgin  charms. 

Was  yielded  to  my  longing  arms ; 

And  round  our  nuptial  bed. 
Hovering  with  purple  wings,  th'Idalianboy 
Shook  from  his  radiant  torch  the  blifsful  fires 

Of  innocent  defires. 
While  Venus  fcatter'd  myrtles  e'er  her  head. 

Whence  then  this  Grange  increafe  of  joy  ? 
He,  only  he,  can  tell,  who,  match'd  like  me, 
(If  fuch  another  happy  man  there  be) 

Has  by  his  own  experience  tried 
How  much  ibe  ntiife  is  dearer  than  the  bride. 


T  O 


fl 
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TO       THE 

MEMORY 

O    F 
THE       SAME      LADY. 
A      M   O    K  O   D   Y.     A.  D.    1 747. 

<•■'  Ipfe  cava  folans  zegrum  teftudine  amorern, 
"  Te  diulcis  conjux,  te  folo  in  littore  feciim, 
♦'  Te  veniente  die,  te  decedente  canebar." 

T. 

AT  length  efcap'd  from  every  human  eye. 
From  every  duty,  every  care. 
That  in  my  mournful  thoughts  might  claim  a  fhare. 
Or  force  mv  tears  their  flowing  ftream  to  dry  ; 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  tliis  embowering  fhade, 
This  lone  retreat,  for  tender  forrow  made, 
I  now  may  give  my  burden'd  heart  relief. 
And  pour  forth  all  my  (lores  of  grief; 
Of  grief  furpa!I;ng  every  other  wet. 
Far  as  the  pufeft  blifs,  thehappieft  love 
Can  on  th'  ennobled  mind  bellow. 
Exceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 
Ourgrofsdefires,  inelegant  and  low, 

X  4  IT.  Ye 
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Yet  tufted  groves,  ye  gently-falling  rills;, 

Ye  high  o'erfhadowing  hills. 
Ye  lawns  gay-fmiling  with  eternal  grcenj 

Oft  have  you  my  Lucy  feen  ! 
But  never  fhall  you  now  behold  her  more : 

Nor  will  (he  now  with  fond  delight 
And  tafte  refin-'d  your  rural  charms  explore. 
Clos'd  are  thofe  beauteous  eyes  in  endlefs  night, 
Thofe  beauteous  eyes  where  beaming  us'd  to  fhine 
Reafon's  pure  light  and  Virtue's  fpark  divine. 

III. 

Oft  would  the  Dryads  of  thefe  woods  rejoice 

To  hear  her  heavenly  voice ; 
For  her  defpifing,  when  fhe  deign'd  to  fing. 

The  fweeteft  fongfters  of  the  fpring  : 
The  woodlark  and  the  linnet  pleas'd  no  more  ; 

The  nightingale  was  mute. 

And  every  fhep herd's  flute 
Was  caft  in  filent  fcorn  away. 
While  all  attended  to  her  fweeter  lay. 
Ye  larks  and  linnets,  now  refume  your  fong 

And  thou,  melodious  Philomel, 

Again  thy  plaintive  ftory  tell ; 
For  death  has  ftopt  that  tuneful  tongue, 
Whofe  naufic  could  alone  your  warbling  notes  excel. 


IV,  la 
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IV. 
In  vain  I  look  around 
O'er  all  the  well-known  ground. 
My  Lucy's  wonted  f(X)tfteps  to  defcry; 
Where  oft  we  us'd  to  walk. 
Where  oft  in  tender  talk 
We  faw  the  fummer  fun  go  down  the  fky  ; 
Nor  by  yon  fountain's  fide. 
Nor  where  its  waters  glide 
Along  the  valley,  can  fhe  now  be  found  : 
In  all  the  wide-ftretch'd  profpeft's  ample  bound 
No  more  my  mournful  eye 
Can  aught  of  her  efpy. 
But  the  fad  facred  earth  where  her  dear  relicks  lie^ 

V- 
O  fhades  of  Hagley,  where  is  now  your  boaft  ? 

Your  bright  inhabitant  is  loft. 
You  fhe  preferr'd  to  all  the  gay  reforts 
Where  female  vanity  might  wifh  to  fhine. 
The  pomp  of  cities,  and  the  pride  of  courts. 
Her  modeft  beauties  fhunn'd  the  public  eye  ; 

To  your  fequefter'd  dales 

And  flower  embroider'd  vales 
From  an  admiring  world  fhe  chofeto  fly  : 
With  Nature  there  retir'd,  and  Nature's  God^, 

The  filent  paths  of  wifdom  trod. 
And  banifli'd  every  palTion  from  her  breaft,. 

But  thofe,  the  gentleft  and  the  beft, 
Whofe  holy  flames  with  energy  divine 
The  virtuous  heart  enliven  and  improve^ 
The  conjugal  and  the  maternal  love» 

VL  Swee? 
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VI. 
Sweet  babes,  who,  like  the  little  playful  fawns. 
Were  wont  to  trip  along  thefe  verdant  Jawns 
By  your  delighted  mother's  fide. 
Who  now  your  infant  fteps  (hall  guide  ? 
Ah!  where  is  now  the  hand  v/hofe  tender  care 
To  every  virtue  would  have  form'd  your  youth. 
And  ftrew'd  with  flowers  the  thorny  ways  of  truth  ? 
O  lofs  beyond  repair! 
O  wretched  father  !  left  alone, 
Toweep  their  dire  misfortune,  and  thy  own!    . 
How  fliall  thy  weaken'd  mind,  opprefs'd  with  w^e, 

And  drooping  o'er  thy  Lucy's  grave. 
Perform  the  duties  that  you  doubly  owe ! 
Now  fhe,  alas!  is  gone, 
!From  folly  and  from  vice  their  hdplefs  age  to  fave  ? 

VIL 

Where  were  ye,  Mufes,  when  relent'efs  Fate 

From  thefe  fond  arms  j'our  fiiir  difciple  tore  ; 

From  thefe  fond  arms,  that  vainly  llrove 

With  haplefs  inefFedlual  love 

To  guard  her  bofom  from  the  mortal  blow  ? 

Could  not  your  favouring  power,  Aonian  maids. 
Could  not,  alas !  your  power  prolong  her  date. 
For  whom  fo  oft  in  thefe  infpiring  (hades. 
Or  under  Camden"s  mofs-clad  mountains  hoar, 
Yoa  open'd  all  your  facredftore, 
Whate'er  your  ancient  fages  taught. 
Your  ancient  bards  fublimely  thought. 
And  bade  her  raptur'dbreaftwith  all  your  fpirit  glow  ? 

vilL  Nor 


IVT     O     N     O     D     Y«  3«5 

VIII. 
Nor  then  did  Pindus  or  Caftalia's  plain, 
Or  Aganippe's  fount  yourfteps  detain. 
Nor  in  the  Thefpian  vallies  did  ycu  play  ; 

Nor  then  on  *  Mincio's  bank 

Befet  with  ofiers  dank. 
Nor  v/here  +  Clitumnus  rolls  his  gentle  ftream. 
Nor  \There  through  hanging  woods. 
Steep  i.  Anio  pours  his  floods, 
.Nor  yet  where  |[  Meles  or  §  Ilifius  ftray. 

Ill  does  it  now  befeem. 

That,  of  your  guardian  care  bereft. 
To  dire  difeafe  and  death  your  darling  fhould  be  left. 

IX. 

Now  what  avails  it  that  in  early  bloom. 

When  light  fantaftic  toys 

Are  all  her  fexs  joys, 
With  you  fhefearch'd  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome; 

And  all  that  in  her  latter  days 

To  emulate  her  ancient  praife 


*  The  Mintio  runs  hy  Mantua,  the  birth-place  of  Virgil, 

f  The  Clitumnus  is  a  river  of  Umbria,  the  refiience  of  Proper- 
tius. 

X  The  Anio  runs  through  Tibur  or  Tivoli,  where  Horace  had 
a  vlila. 

II  The  Mele»is  a  river  of  Ionia,  from  whence  Homer,  fuppofed 
to  oe  Dorn  on  its  banks,  is  called  Mdijigeneu 

&  The  Iliffus  is  a  river  at  Athens. 

'  Italia's 
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Italia's  happy  genius  could  produce  ; 

Or  what  the  Gallic  fire 

Bright  fparkling  could  infpire, 
Bv  all  the  Graces  temper'd  and  refin'd  ; 

Or  what  in  Britain's  ifle, 

Moft  favour'd  with  your  fmile. 
The  powers  of  Reafon  and  of  Fancy  join' J 
To  full  perfeftion  have  confpir'd  to  raife  ? 

Ah  !  what  is  now  the  ufe 
Of  all  thefe  treafures  that  enrich'd  her  mind. 
To  black  Oblivion's  gloom  for  ever  now  confign'd 

X. 

At  leaft,  ye  Nine,  her  fpotlefs  name 

"Tis  yours  from  death  to  fave. 
And  in  the  temple  of  immortal  Fame 
\Mth  golden  cha rafters  her  worth  engrave. 

Come  then,  ye  virgin  fillers,  come. 
And  ftrew  with  choicell  flowers  her  hallow'd  tomb  : 
But  foremoft  thou,  in  fable  veftment  clad. 

With  accents  fweet  and  fad. 
Thou,  plaintive  Mufe,  whom  o'er  his  Laara's  urn 

Unhappy  Petrarch  call'd  to  mourn  ; 
O  come,  and  to  this  fairer  Laura  pay 
A  more  impaffion'd  tear,  a  more  gathetic  lay. 

XI. 
Tell  how  each  beauty  of  her  mind  and  face 
Was  brighten'd  by  fome  fweet  peculiar  grace  ! 
How  eloquent  in  every  look 
Through  Tier  expreffive  eyes  her  foul  diftinftly  fpnkc ! 

'i^l! 


MONODY.  317 

Tell  how  her  manners,  by  the  world  refin'd. 

Left  all  the  taint  of  modiih  vice  behind. 

And  made  each  charm  of  polifli'd  courts  agree 

With  candid  Truth'b  fuiipiicity. 

And  uncorrupted  Innocence! 

Tell  how  to  more  than  manly  fenfe 

She  join'd  the  foftening  influence 

Of  more  thin  female  tendemefs  : 

How,  in  the  thoughtlefs  days  of  wealth  and  joy. 

Which  oft  the  care  of  others'  good  deftroy. 

Her  kindly-melting  heart. 

To  every  want  and  every  woe. 

To  guilt  itfelf  when  in  diftrefs. 

The  balm  of  pity  v/ould  impart. 

And  all  relief  that  bounty  could  bellow  ! 

Ev'n  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  pour 'd  its  life 

Beneath  the  bloody  knife. 

Her  gentle  tears  would  fall. 

Tears  from  fvveet  Virtue's  fource,  benevolent  to  all, 

XII. 

Not  only  good  and  kind. 

But  ftrong  and  elevated  was  her  mind  : 

A  fpirit  that  with  noble  pride 

Could  look  fuperior  down 

On  Fortune's  fmile  or  frown  ; 

That  cbuld  without  regret  or  pain 

To  Virtue's  loweft  duty  facrilice 

Or  Intereft  or  Ambition's  higheft  prizes 

That,  injur'd  or  offended,  never  tried 

Its  dignity  by  vengeance  to  maintain. 

But  Dy  magnanimous  difdain. 

A  wit 
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A  wit  that,  temperately  bright,. 

With  inofFenlive  light 

All  pleafing  fhone ;  nor  ever  pad 
The  decent  bounds  that  Wifdcm's  foberhand,. 
And  fvveet  Benevolence's  mild  command. 
And  bafhful  modefty,  before  it  caft. 
A  prudence  undeceiving,  undeceiv'd. 
That  nor  too  little  nor  too  much  believ'd. 
That  fcorn'd  unjuft  Sufpicion's  coward  fear,  ^ 

And  without  weaknefs  knew  to  be  fmcere.  ,{' 

Such  Lucy  was,  when,  in  her  faireft  days, 
Amidft  th'  acclaim  of  univerfal  praife. 

In  life's  and  glory's  frcfheft  bloom,  •: 

Death  came  remorfelefs  on,  and  funk  her  to  the  tomb. 

XIII. 

So,  where  the  filent  ftrcams  of  Liris  glide. 
In  the  fofi  bofom  of  Campania's  vale. 
When  now  the  wintery  tempefts  all  are  fled. 
And  genial  Summer  breathes  her  gentle  gale. 
The  verdant  orange  lifts  its  beauteous  head  : 
From  every  branch  the  balmy  flowerets  rife. 
On  every  bough  the  golden  fruits  are  feen  ; 
With  odours  fweet  it  fills  the  ffniling  Ikies, 
The  wood-nymphs  tend,  and  th'  Idalian  queen.  ; 

Eut,  in  the  midil  of  all  its  blooming  pride,  J 

A  fudden  blaft  from  Apenninus  blows,  ' 

Cold  with  perpetual  fnows  : 
The  tender  blighted  plant  ftirinks  up  its  leaves,  and  dies. 

XIV.  Arife, 
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XIV. 
Arlfe,  O  Petrarch,  from  th'  Elyfian  bowers. 
With  never-fading  myrtles  twin'd. 
And  fragrant  with  ambrofial  flowers. 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  join'd  ;. 
Arife,  and  hither  bring  the  filver  lyre,. 

Tun'd  by  thy  (kilfQl  hand. 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  defire> 

With  which  o'er  many  a  land 
Was  fpread  the  fame  of  thy  difaftroiis  love  ; 

To  me  refign  the  vocal  fhell. 

And  teach  my  forrows  to  relate 

Their  melancholy  tale  fo  well. 

As  may  ev'n  things  inanimate. 
Rough  mountain  oaks  and  defart  rocks,  to  pity  movco- 

XV. 
What  were,  alas !  thy  woes  compar'd  to  mine  ?• 
To  thee  thy  miftrcfs  in  the  blifsful  band 

Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand  ; 
The  joys  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine 

In  thy  domeftic  care 

She  never  bore  a  fhare. 

Nor  with  endearing  art 

Would  heal  thy  wounded  heart 
Of  every  fecret  grief  that  feder'd  there  ; 
Nor  did  her  fond  affedion  on  the  bed 
Of  ficknefs  watch  thee,  and  thy  languid  head 
Whole  nights  on  her  unwearied  arm  fuflain. 

And  charm  away  the  fenfe  of  pain  : 

Nor  did  fhe  crown  your  mutual  flame 
With  pledges  dear,  and  with  a  father's  tender  name. 
2  XVI.  O 
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XVI. 
O  bell  of  wives !  O  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  when  thy  virgin  charms. 

Were  yielded  to  my  arms. 
How  can  my  foul  endure  the  lofs  of  thee? 
How  in  the  world,  to  me  a  defart  grown, 

Abandon'd  and  alone. 
Without  my  fweet  companion  can  I  live  ? 

Without  thy  lovely  fniile. 
The  dear  reward  of  every  virtuous  toil, 
WTiat  pleafures  now  can  pall'd  Ambition  give  ? 
Ev'n  the  delightful  fenfe  of  well-earn 'd  praife, 
Unfhar'd  by  thee,  no  more  my  llfelefs  thoughts  could 

jaife. 

xvir. 

For  my  diftraded  mind 
What  fuccour  can  I  find  ? 
On  whom  for  confolation  (hall  I  call? 
Support  me,  every  friend  ; 
Your  kind  affiftance  lend. 
To  bear  the  weight  of  this  oppreflive  woe. 

Alas !  each  friend  of  mine, 
'  My  dear  departed  love,  fo  much  was  thine. 
That  none  Iras  any  comfort  to  beftow. 
My  books,  the  beft  relief 
In  every  other  grief. 
Are  now  with  your  idea  fadden'd  all : 
Each  favourite  author  we  together  read 
My  tortur'd  memory  wounds,  and  fpeaks  of  Lucy  dead. 

XVUI.  We 
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XVIII, 

We  were  the  happleft  pair  of  human  kind  ; 
The  rolling  year  its  varying  courfe  perform'd. 

And  back  return'd  again  ; 
Another  and  another  fmiling  came. 
And  faw  our  happinefs  unchang'd  remain : 

Still  in  her  golden  chain 
Harmonious  Concord  did  our  wiOiesbind  : 

Ourftudies,  pleafures,  tafte,  the  fame. 
O  fatal,  fatal  ftroke. 
That  all  this  pleafing  fabric  Love  had  rais'd 

Of  rare  felicity. 
On  which  ev'"n  wanton  Vice  with  en\y  gaz'd. 
And  every  fcheme  of  blifs  our  hearts  had  form'd. 
With  foothing  hope,  for  many  a  future  day. 

In  one  fad  moment  broke  !  — 
Yet,  O  my  foul,  thy  rifmg  murmurs  flay ; 
Nor  dare  the  all-wife  Difpofer  to  arraign. 

Or  againft  his  fupreme  decree 

With  impious  grief  complain. 
That  all  thy  full  blown  joys  at  once  fhould  fade  ; 
Was  his  moft  righteous  will — and  be  that  will  obey'd. 

XIX. 
Would  thy  fond  love  his  grace  to  her  control. 
And  in  thefe  low  abodes  of  fm  and  pain 

Her  pure  exalted  foul 
Unjuftly  for  thy  partial  good  detain  ? 
No — rather  ftrive  thy  groveling  mind  to  raife 
Up  to  that  unclouded  blaze, 
Voi.  LXIV.  Y  Thar 
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That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  light. 
In  which  enthron'd  flie  now  with  pity  fees 
Kow  frail,  how  infecure,  how  flight. 

Is  every  mortal  blifs  ; 
Ev'n  Love  itfelf,  if  rifing  by  degrees 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  this  imperfeft  ftate, 

Whofe  fleeting  joys  fo  foon  muft  end. 
It  does  not  to  its  fovereign  good  afcend. 

Rife  then,  my  foul,  with  hope  elate. 
And  feek  thofe  regions  of  ferene  delight, 
V\'hofe  peaceful  path  and  ever-open  gate 
No  feet  but  thofe  of  harden'd  Guilt  Ihall  mifs. 
There  death  himfelf  thy  Lucy  fliall  reftore, 
Tliere  yield  up  all  his  power  ne'er  to  divide  you  more., 

ON    THE    SAME    L  A  D  Y.   • 

To  the 
Memory  of  Lucy  Lyttelton, 
Daughter  of  Hugh  Fortefcue  of  Filleigh 
In  the  county  of  Devon,  Efq. 
Father  to  the  prefent  Earl  of  Clinton, 
By  Lucy  his  wife. 
The  daughter  cf  Matthev/  Lord  Aylmer, 
Who  departed  this  life  the  19th  of  Jan.  j'j^G-']^ 

Aged  twenty- nine. 
Having  employed  the  fliort  time  affigned  to 

her  here 
In  the  uniform  pradice  of  Religion  and  Virtue. 

Made 
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Made  to  engage  all  hearts,  and  charm  all  eyes  ; 
Though  meek,  magnanimous;  though  witty,  wife; 
Polite,  as  all  her  life  in  courts  had  been; 
Yet  good,  as  (he  the  world  had  never  feen  ; 
The  rkoble  fire  of  an  exalted  mind. 
With  gentle  female  tendernefs  combin'd. 
Her  fpeech  was  the  melodious  voice  of  Love, 
Ker  fong  ttie  warbling  of  the  vernal  grove ; 
Her  eloquence  was  f.veeter  than  her  fong. 
Soft  as  her  heart,  and  as  her  reafon  ftrong; 
Her  form  each  beauty  of  her  mind  exprefs'd. 
Her  mind  was  Virtue  by  the  Graces  dre&'d. 


HORACE,     B  O  O  K    IV.    O  D  E     IV. 
Written   at  Oxford   1735*. 
**  Qualem  minillrum  fulminis  alitem,  &c." 

I. 

/\  S  the  wing'd  minifter  of  thundering  Jove, 
"       To  \\  horn  he  ga\  e  his  dreadful  bolts  to  bear. 
Faithful  +  affiftant  of  his  mafter's  love. 
King  of  the  v/andering  nations  of  the  air, 

*  Firft  printed  with  Mr.  Weft's  tranflAiloa  of  Findar.     See  the 
Preface  to  t^at  Gentleman's  Poems. 

-f  In  the  rape  of  Ganymede,  who  was  carried  up  to  Jupiter  by  an 
eagle,  according  to  the  PoetkalHiftor)-. 

Ys  11.  When 
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II. 
When  balmy  breezes  fann'd  the  vernal  fky. 

On  doubtful  pinions  left  his  parent  neft. 
In  flight  effays  his  growing  force  to  fry. 

While  inborn  courage  fir'dhis  generous  breaflj 

III. 

Then,  darting  with  impetuous  fury  down. 
The  flocks  he  flaughter'd,  an  unpraftis'd  foej 

Now  his  ripe  valour  to  perfeftion  grown 
The  fcaly  fnake  and  crefted  dragon  know  : 

IV. 

Or,  as  a  lion's  youthful  progeny, 

Wean'd  from  his  favage  dam  and  milky  food. 
The  gazing  kid  beholds  with  fearful  eye, 

Doom'd  firft  to  ftain  his  tender  fangs  in  blood  ; 

V. 
Such  Drufus,  young  in  armS;  his  foes  beheld. 

The  Alpine  Rhseti,  long  unmatch'd  in  fight: 
"So  were  their  hearts  with  abjeft  terror  quell'd  ; 

So  funk  tlieir  haughty  fpirit  at  the  fight. 

VI. 

Tam'd  by  a  boy,  the  fierce  Barbarians  find 

How  guardian  Prudence  guides  the  youthful  flame^ 

And  how  great  Casfar's  fond  paternal  mind 
Each  generous  Nero  forms  to  early  fame  ; 

VII. 
A  valiant  fon  fprings  from  a  valiant  fire  : 

Their  race  by  mettle  fprightly  courfers  prove  ; 
Nor  can  the  warlike  eagle's  aftive  fire 
l!)egenerate  to  form  the. timorous  dove, 

VIII.  Bat 
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VIII. 
But  education  can  the  genius  raife. 

And  wife  inilruAions  native  virtue  aid  • 
Nobility  without  them  is  difgrace. 

And  Honour  is  by  vice  to  fhame  betray 'd> 

IX. 

Let  red  Metaurus,  ftain'd  with  Punic  blood. 

Let  mighty  Afdrubal  fubdued,  confefs 
How  much  of  empire  and  of  fame  is  ow'd 

By  thee,  O  Rome,  to  the  Neronian  race. 

X. 

Of  this  be  witnefs  that  aufpicious  day. 

Which,  after  a  long,  black,  tempeftuous  night, 

Firft  fmil'd  on  Latium  with  a  milder  ray. 

And  chear'd  our  drooping  hearts  with  dawning  light, 

XL 

Since  the  dire  African  with  wafteful  ire 

Rode  o'er  the  ravag'd  towns  of  Italy; 
As  through  the  pine-trees  flies  the  raging  fire,^ 

Or  Eurus  o'er  the  vext  Sicilian  fea. . 

XII. 
From  this  bright  aera,  from  this  profperous  field. 

The  Roman  glory  dates  her  riilng  power  ; 
From  hence  'twas  given  her  conquering  fword  to  wieldj 

Raife  herfalFn  gods,  and  ruin'd  fhrines  reftore, 

XIII. 
Thus  Hannibal  at  length  defpairing  fpoke  : 

"  Like  (lags  to  ravenous  wolves  an  cafy  prey,. 
"  Our  feeble  arms  a  valiant  foe  provoke, 
**  Whom  to  elude  and  Tcape  were  viftorjr-: 

Y  3  XIV.  ««  Adaumleii 
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XIV. 
*•  A  dauntlefs  nation,  that  from  Trojan  fires, 

"  HolHle  Aufonia,  to  thy  dellin'd  fhore 
*'  Her  gods,  her  infant  fons,  and  aged  fires, 

"  Through  angry  feas  and  adverfe  tempefts  bore  : 

XV. 
**  As  on  high  Algidus  the  fturdy  oak, 

"  Whofe  fpreading  boughs  the  axe's  fharpnefs  feel, 
*'  Improves  by  lofs,  and,  thriving  with  the  ftroke, 

"  Draws  health  and  vi2;our  from  the  wounding  fled, 

XVL 

**  Not  Hydra  fprouting  from  her  mangled  head 
"  So  tir'd  the  baffled  force  of  Hercules ; 

"  Nor  Thebes,  nor  Colchis,  fuch  a  monfter  bred, 
*'  Pregnant  of  hills,  and  fam'd  for  prodigies. 

XVU. 
"  Plunge  her  in  ocean,  like  the  morning  fun, 

"  Brighter  fhe  rifes  from  the  depths  below: 
•'  To  earth  with  unavaling  ruin  thrown, 

"  Recruits  her  ftrength,  and  foils  the  wondering  foe, 

XVIII. 
'*  No  mere  of  viiflory  the  joyful  fame 

"  Shall  from  my  camp  to  haughty  Carthage  fly  ; 
*'  Loll,  loll,  are  all  the  glories  of  her  name ! 

♦*  With  Afdrubal  her  hopes  and  fortune  die ! 

XIX. 
**  What  fhall  the  Claudian  valour  not  perform 

*'  Which  Power  Divine  guards  with  propitious  care, 

"  W^hichWifdomfieers  through  all  the  dangerous  ftorm, 

*«  Through  all  the  rocks  and  flioals  of  doubtful  war?" 

VIRTUE 
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VIRTUE    AND    FAME. 
To    THE  Countess    of    Egremont, 


'T7'  I  R  T  U  E  and  Fame,  the  other  day, 
Happen'd  to  crofs  each  other's  way ; 
Said  Virtue,  "  Hark  ye  !  madam  Fame, 
*•   Your  ladyfliip  is  much  to  blame  ; 
*'  Jove  bids  you  always  wait  on  me, 
*'  And  yet  your  face  I  feldom  fee  : 
*'  The  Paphian  queen  employs  your  trumpet, 
*'  And  bids  it  praife  fome  handfome  ftrumpet ; 
■"  Or,  thundering  through  the  ranks  of  war, 
*'  Ambition  ties  you  to  her  car." 
Saith  Fame,  "  Dear  madam,  I  proteft, 
**  I  never  find  myfclf  fo  bleft 
*'  As  when  I  humbly  wait  behind  you  ! 
"  But  ^tis  fo  mighty  hard  to  find  you  ! 
■*'  In  fuch  obfcure  retreats  you  lurk  ! 
*'  To  feek  you,  is  an  endlefs  work." 

"  Well,"  anfwer'd  Virtue,  "  I  allow 
*'  Your  plea.     But  hear,  and  mark  me  now* 
*'  I  know  (without  offence  to  others) 
**  I  know  the  beft  of  wives  and  mothers; 
*'  Who  never  pafsM  an  ufelefs  day 
*'  In  fcandal,  goiTiping,  or  play  : 
"'  Whofe  modeft  wit,  chaftis'd  by  fenfe, 
•**  Is  lively  chearful  innocence  j 

Y  4  «  Whofe 
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"  Whofe  heart  nor  envy  knows,  nor  fpite, 
"  Whofe  duty  is  her  fole  delight; 
"  Nor  rul'd  by  whim,  nor  flave  to  fafliion, 
"  Her  parents'  joy,  her  hufband's  paffion." 

Fame  fmil'd  and  anfwer'd,  "  On  my  life, 
"  This  is  fome  country  parfon's  wife, 
"  Who  never  faw  the  court  nor  town, 
*'  Whofe  face  is  homely  as  her  gown ; 
"  Who  banquets  upon  eggs  and  baeon — " 

"  No,,  madam,  no — you're  much  miftaken—- 
**  I  beg  you'll  let  me  fet  you  right — 
'*  'Tis  one  with  every  beauty  bright ; 
"  Adorn'd  with  every  polifh'd  art 
•'  That  rank  or  fortune  can  impart : 
*'  'Tis  the  moll  celebrated  toaft 
"  That  Britain's  fpacious  ifle  can  boafl; 
**  'Tis  princely  Petworth's  noble  dame; 
•*  'TisEgreraont — Go,  tell  it.  Fame." 

ADDITION,   EXTEMPORE,, 
By  Earl  H  a  r  d  w  i  c  k  e. 

"C*  A  M  E  heard  with  pleafure — ftrait  replied, 

**  Firft  on  my  roil  Hands  Wyndham's  bride  J  '     ) 

"  My  trumpet  oft  I've  rais'd,  to  found  '     f 

**  Her  modeft  praife  the  world  around  ! 
"  But  notes  were  wanting — Canft  thou  find 
"  A  Mufe  to  fing  her  face,  her  mind  ? 
"  Believe  me,  I  can  name  but  one, 
**  A  friend  of  yours — 'tis  Lyttelton." 

LET- 
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L      E      T      T      E      R^ 

T    O 

EARL    HARDWICKE: 

OCCASIONED    BY 

THE    FOREGOING    VERSES, 

My  Lord, 

A    Thoufand  thanks  to  your  Lordfhip  for  your  ad~ 

dition  to  my  verfes.     If  you  can  write  fuch  ^a- 

ie?!ipore,  it  is  well  for  other  poets,  that  you  chofe  to  be 

Lord  Chancellor,  rather  than  a  Laureat.  They  explain 

to  me  a  vifion  I  had  the  night  before. 

Methought  I  fav/  before  my  feet. 
With  countenance  ferene  and  fweet. 
The  Mufe,  who,  in  my  youthful  days. 
Had  oft  infpir'd  my  carelefs  lays. 
She  fmii'd,  andfaid,  "  once  more  I  fee 
'*  My  fugitive  returns  to  me ; 
*'  Long  had  I  loll  you  from  my  bower, 
**  You  fcorn'd  to  own  my  gentle  power  ; 
*'  With  me  no  more  your  genius  fported, 
"  The  grave  hiftoric  Mufe  you  courted  ; 
*'  Or,  rais'd  from  earth,  with  ftraining  eyes  j 
**  Purfued  Urania  through  the  Ikies ; 
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■*'  But  now,  to  my  forfaken  track, 
•*'  Fair  Egremont  has  brought  you  back  : 
*'  Nor  blufh,  by  her  and  Virtue  led, 
*'  That  foft,  that  plcafing  path,  to  tread ; 
■**  For  there,  beneath  to-morrow's  ray, 
■"  Ev'n  Wifdora's  felf  fliall  deign  to  play. 
*'  T.0 !  to  my  flowery  groves  and  fprings 
**  Her  favourite  fon  the  goddefs  brings, 
"  The  council's  and  the  fenate's  guide, 
**  Law's  oracle,  the  nation's  pride  : 
*'  He  comes,  he  joys  with  thee  to  join, 
*'  In  fmging  Wyndham's  charms  divine.: 
"  To  thine  he  adds  his  nobler  lays ; 
••■  Ev'n  thee,  my  friend,  he  deigns  to  praife. 
*'  Enjoy  that  praife,  nor  envy  Pitt 
•*  His  fame  with  burgefs  or  with  cit  ; 
*'  For  fure  one  line  from  fuch  a  Bard, 
•*'  Virtue  would  think  her  beft  reward." 

HYMEN    TO    ELIZA, 

Ti  yl"  A  D  A  M,  before  your  feet  I  lay 

This  ode  upon  your  wedding-day. 
The  firft  indeed  I  ever  made. 
For  writing  Odes  is  not  my  trade  : 
My  head  is  fullof  houfehold  cares. 
And  neceflary  dull  affairs ; 
Befides  that  fometimes  jealous  frumps 
Will  put  jne  into  doleful  dumps. 

'  2  And 
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And  then  no  clown  beneath  the  iky 
Was  e'er  more  ungallant  than  I ; 
For  you  alone  I  now  think  fit 
To  turn  a  poet  and  a  v.it — 
Foryou  whofe  charms,  I  know  not  how. 
Have  power  to  fmooth  my  wrinkled  brow. 
And  make  me,  though  by  nature  Ihipid, 
As  briil-:,  and  as  alert,  as  Cupid. 
Thefe  obligations  to  repay. 
Whene'er  your  happy  nuptial  day 
Shall  with  the  circling  years  return. 
For  you  my  torch  Ihall  brighter  burn 
Than  when  you  firft  my  power  ador'd. 
Nor  will  I  call  myfelf  your  lord, 
But  am,  (as  witnefs  this  my  hand) 
Your  humble  fervant  at  command. 


Dear  child  let  Hymen  not  beguile 
You,  who  are  fuch  a  judge  of  ftyle. 
To  think  that  he  thefe  verfes  made. 
Without  an  abler  penman's  aid  ; 
Obferve  them  well,  you'll  plainly  fee. 
That  every  line  was  writ  by  me. 


Hymen, 


Cupid. 


O  N 
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ON      R  E  A'  D'  r  N  O 

MISS     CARTER'S     POEMS  'J' 

IN    MANUSCRIPT. 

Q  U  C  H  were  the  notes  that  ftruck  the  wondering  eai* 

^  Of  filent  Night,  when,  on  the  verdant  banks 

Of  Siloe's  hallow'd  brook,  celeftial  harps. 

According  to  feraphic  voices,-  fung 

Glory  to  God  on  high,  and  on  the  earih 

Beace  and good-nvill  to  men  ! — Refume  the  lyre, 

Chauntrefs  divine,  and  every  Briton  call 

Its  melody  to  hear — fo  Ihall  thy  ftrains. 

More  powerful  than  the  forrg  of  Orpheus,  tame 

The  favage  heart  of  brutal  Vice,  and  bend 

At  pure  Religion's  fhrine  the  ftubborn  knees 

Of  bold  Impiety. — Greece  ihall  no  more 

Of  Lefbian  Sappho  boaft,  whofc  wanton  Mufe, 

Like  a  falfe  Syren,  while  fhe  charm 'd,  feduc'd. 

To  guilt  and  ruin.     For  the  facred  head 

Of  Britain's  poetefs,  the  Virtues  twine 

A  nobler  wreath,  by  them  from  Eden's  grove 

Unfading  gather'd,  and  direft  the  hand 

Of to  iix  it  on  her  brows. 


MOUNT 


T 
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TMOUNT    EDGECUMBE. 

H  E  Gods,  on  thrones  celcftial  feated. 
By  Jove  with  bowls  of  nedar  heated. 
All  on  Mount  Edgecumbe  turn'd  their  eyes ; 

"  That  place  is  mirtc,"  great  Neptune  cries : 
*'  Behold !  how  proud  o'er  all  the  main 
*'  Thofe  {lately  turrets  feem  to  reign  ! 
*'  No  views  fo  grand  on  earth  you  fee  ! 
"  The  mailer  too  belongs  to  me  : 
-"  I  grant  him  my  domain  to  fhare, 
■**  I  bid  his  hand  my  trident  bear." 

"  The  fea  is  yours,  but  mine  the  land," 
Pallas  replies ;  ♦'  by  me  were  plann'd 
*'  Thofe  towers,  that  hofpital,  thofe  docks, 
*'  That  fort,  which  crowns  thofe  ifland  rocks: 
"  Thelady  toois  of  my  choir, 
"  I  taught  her  hand  to  touch  the  lyre  ; 
*•  With  every  charm  her  mind  I  grac'd, 
"  I  gave  her  prudence,  knowledge,  ta%." 

"  Hold,  mad-am,"  interrupted  Venus, 
"  The  lady  muft  be  fhar'd  between  us  : 
"  And  furely  mine  is  yonder  grove, 
"  So  fine,  fo  dark,  fo  lit  for  love  ; 
•"  Trees,  fuch  as  in  th'  Idalian  glade, 
*'  Or  Cyprian  lawn,  my  palace  Ihade." 

Then  Oreads,  Dryads,  Naiads,  came ; 
Each  Nymph  alledg'd  her  lawful  claim. 


But 
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But  Jove,  to  finii"h  the  debate. 
Thus  fpoke,  and  what  he  fpeaks  is  fate  : 
♦'  Nor  eod  nor  g-oddefs,  great  or  fmall.  7 

"  That  dwelling  his  or  hers  may  call ;  r 

•*  I  made  Mount  Edgecombe  for  you  all."  ■' 


INVITATION. 
To  THE  Dowager   Duchess  D'Aiguillon. 

\'KT  HEN  Peace  fhall,  on  her  downy  wing, 

^      To  France  and  England  Friendfhip  bring. 
Come,  Aiguillon,  and  here  receive 
That  homage  we  delight  to  give 
To  foreign  talents,- foreign  charms. 
To  worth  which  EVivy's  felf  difarms 
Of  jealous  hatred  :  Come  and  love 
That  nation  which  you  now  approve. 
So  Paall  by  France  amends  be  made 
(If  fuch  a  debt  can  e'er  .be  paid) 
For  having  with  feducing  art 
From  Britain  {loVa  her  Hervey's  heart. 

TO    COLONEL    DRUM  GOLD. 

TTVRUMGOLD,  whofe  anceftors  from  Albion's 
-^^  fhore 

Their  conquering  ftandards  to  Hibernia  bore. 
Though  now  thy  valour,  to  thy  country  loft. 
Shines  in  the  fote.nioll  ranks  of  Gallia's  hoft,     . 

Think 
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Think  not  that  France  fliall  borrow  all  thy  fame — 
From  Britilli  fires  deriv'd  thy  genius  came  : 
Its  force  its  energy,  to  thefe  it  ow'd. 
But  the  fair  polifh  Gallia's  clime  beftow'd  : 
The  Graces  there  each  ruder  thought  refin'd. 
And  livelieft  wit  with  foundell  fenfe  corabin'd.. 
They  taught  in  fportive  Fancy's  gay  attire 
To  drefs  the  graveft  of  th'  Aonian  choir. 
And  gave  to  fober  Wifdom's  wrinkled  cheek 
The  fmile  that  dwells  in  Hebe's  dimple  fleek. 
Pay  to  each  realm  the  debt  that  each  may  aik  r 
Be  thine,  and  thine  alone,  the  pieafmg  talk. 
In  purcll:  elegance  of  Gallic  phrafe 
To  cloath  tlie  fpirit  of  the  Britiili  lays. 
Thus  every  flower  which  every  Mufe's  hand 
Hasrais'd  profufe  in  Britain's  favourite  land. 
By  thee  tranfplanted  to  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Its  fweeteft  native  odours  fhall  retain. 
And  when  thy  noble  friend,  with  olive  crown'd,. 
In  concord's  golden  chain  has  firmly  bound 
The  rival  nations,  thou  for  both  fl:»alt  raife 
The  grateful  fong  to  his  immortal  praife. 
Albion  fhall  think  {he  hears  her  Prior  ling; 
And  France,  that  Boileau  ftrikes  the  tuneful  ftringj, 
T  hen  fhalt  thou  tell  v^hat  various  talents  join'd. 
Adorn,  embellifh,  and  exalt  his  mind  ; 
Learning  and  wit,  with  fweet  politenefs  grac'u  ; 
Wifdom  by  guile  or  cunning  undebas'd  ; 
By  pride  unfullied,  genuine  dignity; 
A  nobler  and  fublime  fimpliciiy. 

Such 


5^6         XYTTEL  TON'S    POEMS. 
Such  in  thy  vcrfe  fhall  Nivernois  be  Ihewn  : 
France  Ihall  with  joy  the  fair  refemblance  own  ; 
And  Albion  fighing  bid  her  fons  afpire 
lb  imitate  the  merit  they  admire. 

EPITAPH  ON  CAPTAIN  GRENVILLEi"* 
Killed  in  Lord  Anson's  Engagemnt  in  1747 

'XT  E  weeping  Mufes,  Graces,  Virtues,  tell 

If,  fmce  your  all  accomplifh'd  Sydney  fell. 
You,  or  afflif  led  Britain,  e'er  deplor'd 
A  lofs  like  that  thefe  plaintive  lays  record  ! 
Such  fpotlefs  honour  ;  fuch  ingenious  truth. 
Such  ripen'd  wifdom  in  the  bloom  of  youth  ! 
So  mild,  fo  gentle,  fo  compos'd  a  mind. 
To  fuch  heroic  warmth  and  courage  join'd ;         - 
He  too,  like  Sydney,  nurs'd  in  Learning's  arms. 
For  nobler  war  forfook  her  fofter  charms; 
Like  him,  poffefs'd  of  every  pleafing  art. 
The  fecret  wilh  of  every  female's  heart : 
Like  him,  cut  off  in  youthful  glory's  pride. 
He,  unrepining,  Jbr  his  coimtrj  dy'd. 

*  Thefe  verfes  having  been  origin.uly  written  when  the  Author 
was  in  Oppofition,  concluded  thus  (mucii  better,  perhaps,  than 
-at  prefent). 

"  But  nobler  far,   and  greater  is  the  pralfe 

"  So  bright  to  Ihine  in  thefe  degenerate  days  •: 

"  An  age  of  heroes  kindled  Sidney's  fire  ; 

'*  His  inborn  worth  alone  could  Grenville's  deeds  inrpire." 

■  But  fome  years  after,  when  his  Lordfliip  was  with  Miniftry,  he 
trifed  thefe  four  lines.   See  G£n  t.  Mag.  vol.  XLIX.  p.  601.  K. 

O  N 
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ON 
GOOD      HUMOUR, 
Written   at    Eaton-Sckool,    1^29.. 

TELL  mCj  ye  fons  of  Phoebus,  what  is  this 
Which  all  admire,  but  few,  too  few,  pofTefs  ? 
A  virtue  'tis  to  ancient  maids  unknown. 
And  prudes  w'ho  fpy  all  faults  except  their  own. 
Lov'd  and  defended  by  the  brave  and  wife. 
Though  knaves  abufe  it,  and  like  fools  defpife. 
Say,  Wyndham,  if 'tis  poffible  to  tell. 
What  is  the  thing  in  which  you  moft  excel  ? 
Hard  is  the  queftion,  for  in  all  you  pleafe  ; 
Yet  fure  good-nature  is  your  nobleft  praife-; 
Secur'd  by  this,  your  parts  no  envy  move. 
For  none  can  envy  him  whom  all  muft  love. 
This  magic  power  can  make  ev'n  fojly  pleafe. 
This  to  Pitt's  genius  adds  a  brighter  grace. 
And  fweetens  every  charm  in  Cxlia's  face. 


Vol.  LXIV.  Z  SOME 
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SOME 

ADDITIONAL    STANZAS 

T   O 

ASTOLFO'S  VOYAGE  TO  THE  MOON, 
In  Ariosto» 

I. 

WHEN  now  Afiolfo,  ftor'd  within  a  vafe,. 
Orlando's  wits  had  fafely  brought  away  ; 
He  turn'd  his  eyes  towards  another  place. 

Where,  clofely  cork'd,  unnumber'd  bottles  lay. 

n. 

Of  fineft  cryftal  were  thofe  bottles  made. 

Yet  what  was  there  inclos'd  he  could  not  fee  : 
Wherefore  in  humble  wife  the  Saint  he  pray'd. 

To  tell  what  treafure  there  conceal'd  might  be, 
III. 
"  A  wonderous  thing  it  is,"  the  Saint  replied, 

^    *•  Yet  undeiin'd  by  any  mortal  wight  j 
*'  An  airy  eflence,  not  to  be  defcried, 

"  Subtle  and  thin,  that  maidenhead  is  hight, 

IV. 

**  From  earth  each  day  in  troops  they  hither  come, 
"  And  fill  each  hole  and  corner  of  the  Moon  ; 

*'  For  they  are  never  eafy  while  at  home, 

*'  Nor  ever  owner  thought  them  gone  too  fooa. 

V.  "  When 
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V. 

♦*  When  here  arriv'd,  they  are  in  bottles  pent, 
*•  For  fear  they  Ihould  evaporate  again  ; 

<♦  And  hard  it  is  a  prifon  to  invent, 
*•  So  volatile  a  fpirit  to  retain. 

VI. 

**  Thofe  that  to  young  and  wanton  girls  belong- 

•*  Leap,  bounce,  and  fly,  as  if  they'd  burft  th;; 
*•  glafs : 

"  But  thofe  that  have  below  been  kept  too  long 
"  Are  fpiritlefs,  and  quite  decay'd,  alas!" 

VII. . 
So  fpake  the  Saint,  and  wonder  feiz'd  the  Knight, 

As  of  each  veffel  he  th'  infcription  read ; 
For  various  fecrets  there  were  brought  to  light  ; 

Of  which  report  on  earth  had  nothing  faid. 

VIII. 

Virginities,  that  clofe  confin'd  he  thought 

In  t'  other  world,  he  found  above  the  (ky  ; 

His  lifter's  and  his  coufin's  there  were  brought. 

Which  made  him  fwear,  though  good  St.  yo;n-'' 
was  by. 

IX. 
But  much  his  wrath  increas'd,  when  he  efpied 

'  That  which  was  Chloe's  once,  his  miftrefs  dear  ■ 
**  Ah,  falfe  and  treacherous  fugitive !"  he  cried, 
*'  Little  I  deem'd  that  I  fhould  meet  thee  here. 
Z  2  X. «'  Did 
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••  Did  not  thy  owner,  when  we  parted  laft, 
"  Promife  to  keep  thee  fafe  for  me  alone  ? 

**  Scarce  of  our  a'ofence  three  fhort  months  are  paft, 
•*'  And  thou  already  from  thy  poft  art  flown. 

XI. 
•*'  Be  not  enrag'd,  replied  th'  Apoftle  kind  — 

"  Since  that  this  maidenhead  is  thine  by  right. 
**  Take  it  away  ;  and,  when  thou  haft  a  mind, 
*•  Carry  it  thither  vfhtnct  it  took  its  flight." 

XII. 
"  Thanks,  Holy  Father!"  quoth  the  joyous  Knight, 

*'  The  Moon  fhall  be  no  lofer  by  your  grace.: 
*'  Let  me  but  have  the  ufe  on't  for  a  night, 

"  And  I  '11  reftore  it  to  its  prefent  place.'* 

TO    A    YOUNG    LADY, 

WITH    THE    TRAGEDY     OF 

VENICE    PRESERVED. 

IN  tender  Otway's  movmg  fcenes  we  find 
What. power  the  gods  have  to  your  fex  aflign'd  : 
Venice  was  loft,  if  on  the  brink  of  fate 
A  woman  had  not  propt  her  finking  ftate : 
In  the  dark  danger  of  that  dreadful  hour. 
Vain  was  her  fenate's  wifdom,  vain  its  power ; 

z  '  But 
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But,  fav'd  by  Belvidera's  charming  tears, 
Still  o'er  fhe  fubjed  main  her  towers  fhe  rears. 
And  (lands  a  great  example  to  mankind. 
With  what  a  boundlefs  fway  you  rule  the  mind. 
Skillful  the  worft  or  noblell  ends  to  ferve. 
And  ftrong  alike  to  ruin  or  preferve. 

In  wretched  Jaffier,  we  with  pity  view 
A  mind,  to  Honour  falfe,  to  Virtue  true. 
In  the  wild  Itorm  of  ftruggling  pafiions  toft. 
Yet  faving  innocence,  though  fame  was  loft  j 
Greatly  forgetting  what  he  ow'd  his  friend— 
His  country,  which  had  wrong'd  him,  to  defend. 

But  (he,  who  urg'd  him  to  that  pious  deed. 
Who  knew  fo  well  the  patriot's  caufe  to  plead, 
Whofc  conquering  love  her  country's  fafety  won. 
Was,  by  that  fatal  love,  herfelf  undone. 

*  "  Hence  may  we  learn,  what  palTion  faia  would 

"  hide, . 
*'  That  HjTnen's  bands  by  prudence  (hould  he  tied. 
**  Venus  in  vain  the  w-edded  pair  would  crown, 
*'  If  angry  Fortune  on  their  union  frown  : 
"  Soon  will  the  flattering  dreams  of  joys  be  o'er, 
••  And  cloy'd  imagination  cheat  no  more; 
*•  Then,  waking  to  thefenfe  of  lafting  pain, 
"  With  mutual  tears  the  bridal  couch  they  (lain  j 

*  The  twelve  following  lines,  with  fome  fmall  variations,  have 
been  already  printed  in  "  Advice  to  a  Lady,"  p.  ago ;  but,  as 
Lord  Ljttelton  chofe  to  Introduce  them  here,  it  v^as  thought  mors 
eligible  to  repeat  thefe  few  lines,  than  to  fupprefs  ths  rsil  of  the 
foem. 

Z3  And 
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*'  And  that  fond  love,  which  fliould  afford  relief, 
"  Does  but  augment  the  anguilh  of  their  grief: 
"  While  both  could  eafier  their  own  forrowsbear, 
**  Than  the  fad  knowledge  of  each  other's  care." 
May  all  the  joys  m  Love  and  Fortune's  power 
Kindly  combine  to  grace  your  nuptial  hour  ! 
On  each  glad  day  may  plenty  fhower  delight. 
And  warmeft  rapture  blefs  each  welcome  night ! 
May  Heaven,  that  gave  you  Belvidera's  charms, 
Deftine  fome  happier  Jaffier  to  your  arras, 
Whofe  blifs  misfortune  never  may  allay, 
Whofe  fondnefs  never  may  through  care  decay ; 
Whofe  wealth  nay  place  you  in  the  faireft  light. 
And  force  each  modeft  beauty  into  fight ! 
So  Ihall  no  anxious  want  your  peace  deftroy. 
No  tempeft  crufli  the  tender  buds  of  joy  ; 
But  all  your  hours  in  one  gay  circle  movCj 
Nor  reafon  ever  difagree  with  Love  ! 

ELEGY. 

TELL  me,  my  heart,  fond  flave  of  hopelefs  love  > 
And  doom'd  its  woes,  without  its  joys  to  prove 
Canft  thou  endure  thus  calmly  to  erafe 
The  dear,  dear  image  of  thy  Delia's  face  ? 
Canft  thou  exclude  that  habitant  divine. 
To  place  fome  meaner  idcl  in  her  ihrine  ? 
O  taflc,  for  feeble  Reafon  too  fevere  ! 
O  leffon,  nought  could  teach  ae  but  defpair .' 

MuJl 
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"Miift  I  forbid  my  eyes  that  heavenly  fight. 
They  've  view'd  fo  oft  with  languifhing  delight  ? 
Muft  my  ears  fliun  that  voice,  whofe  charming  found 
Seem'd  to  relieve,  while  it  encreas'd,  my  wound  ? 

O  Waller  !  Petrarch !  you  who  tun'd  the  lyre 
To  the  foft  notes  of  elegant  defire  ; 
Though  Sidney  to  a  rival  gave  her  charms. 
Though  Laura  dying  left  her  lover's  arms. 
Yet  were  your  pains  lefs  exquifite  than  mine, 
'Tis  eafier  far  to  lofe,  than  to  refign ! 

Inscription  for  a  Bust  of  Lady  Suffolk; 

Defigned  to  be  fet  up  in  a  Wood  at  Stowe. 

1732. 

T  T  E  R  wit  and  beauty  for  a  court  were  made : 
But  truth  and  goodnefs  fit  her  for  a  fhade. 

S  U  L  P  I  C  I  A   T  O    C  E  R  I  N  T  H  U  S, 

IN    HER    SICKNESS. 

From  TsBULLUs. 

(Sent  to  a  friend,  in  a  Lady's  Name.) 

Q  A  Y,  my  Cerinthus,  does  thy  tender  breaft 

Feel  the  fame  feverifh  heats  that  mine  moled  ? 
Alas !  I  only  wifli  for  health  again, 
Becaufe  I  think  my  lover  fliares  my  pain  : 
For  what  would  health  avail  to  wretched  me. 
If  you  could,  unconcern'd,  my  illnefs  fee  ? 

Z  4  S  U  L  P  I- 
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1 

SULPICI  A  TO    CERINTHUS.  1 

\ 

I'  M  weary  of  this  tedious  dull  deceit ; 
Myfclf  I  torture,  while  the  world  I  cheat  : 
Though  prudence  bids  me  ftrive  to  guard  my  fame. 
Love  fees  the  low  hypocrify  with  fhame  ; 
Love  bids  me  all  confefs,  and  call  thee  mine. 
Worthy  my  heart,  as  lam  worthy  thine  : 
Weaknefs  for  thee  I  will  no  longer  hide; 
Weakncfs  for  thee  is  woman's  nobleft  pride. 

CATO'S  SPEECH   TO  LABIENUS 

In  the  Ninth  Book  of  Lucan. 

("  Quid  quzcri,  Labiene,  jubes.  Sec") 

WJ  H  A  T,  Labienus,  would  thy  fond  defire,  \  f 

Of  horned  Jove's  prophetic  fhrine  enquire? 
Whether  to  feek  in  arms  a  glorious  doom. 
Or  bafely  live,  and  be  a  king  in  Rome  ? 
If  life  be  nothing  more  than  death's  delay  ; 
If  impious  force  can  honeft  minds  difmay. 
Or  Probity  may  Fortune's  frown  difdain  ; 
If  well  to  mean  is  all  that  Virtue  can  ; 
And  right,  dependant  on  itfelf  alone. 
Gains  no  addition  from  fuccefs  ? — 'Tis  known  ; 
Fix'd  in  my  heart  thefc  conftant  truths  I  bear, 
And  Ammon  cannot  write  thepi  deeper  there. 

Our 
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Our  fouls,  allied  to  God,  within  them  feel 
The  fecret  diiflates  of  the  Almighty  will ; 
This  is  his  voice,  be  this  our  oracle. 
When  tirft  his  breath  the  feeds  of  life  inftill'd. 
All  that  we  ought  to  know  was  then  reveal'd. 
Nor  can  we  think  the  Oraniprefent  mind 
Has  truth  to  Libya's  defart  fands  confin'd. 
There,  known  to  few,  obfcur'd,  and  loft,  to  lie— 
Is  there  a  temple  of  the  Deity, 
Except  earth,  fea,  and  air^  yon  azure  pole  ; 
And  chief,  his  holieft  ftirine,  the  virtuous  foul  ? 
Where-e'er  the  eye  can  pierce,  the  feet  can  move, , 
This  wide,  this  boundlefs  univerfe  is  Jove. 
Let  abjedl  minds,  that  doubt  becaufethey  fear,. 
With  pious  awe  to  juggling  priefts  repair; 
I  credit  not  what  lying  prophets  tell — 
Death  is  the  only  certain  oracle. 
Cowards  and  brave  muft  die  one  deftin'd  hour— 
This  Jove  has  told ;  he  needs  not  tell  us  morCo- 


T  O 


346        LYTTELTON'S    POEMS. 
TO    MR.    GLOVER; 

O    N       H    I    S 

POEM    OF    LEONIDAS. 

Written  TN  THE  Year  :734. 

.^^  O  on,  my  friend,  the  noble  tafk  purfue, 

^^    And  think  thy  genius  is  thy  country's  due  ; 

To  vulgar  wits  inferior  themes  belong, 

But  Liberty  and  virtue  claim  thy  fong. 

Yet  ceafe  to  hope,  though  grac'd  with  every  charnij, 

The  patriot  verfe  will  cold  Britannia  warm  ; 

Vainly  thou  ftriv'il  our  languid  hearts  to  raife. 

By  great  examples  <irawn  from  better  days : 

No  longer  we  to  Sparta's  fame  afpire, 

Vv'hat  Sparta  fcorn'd,  inftrufted  to  admire; 

Nurs'd  in  the  love  of  wealth,  and  form 'd  to  bend 

Our  narrow  thoughts  to  that  inglorious  end : 

No  generous  purpofe  can  enlarge  the  mind. 

No  focial  care,  no  labour  for  mankind. 

Where  mean  felf-intereft  every  aftion  guides, 

In  camps  commands,  in  cabinets  prefides ; 

Where  luxury  confumes  the  guilty  ftore, 

-And  bids  the  villain  be  a  (lave  for  more. 

Hence,  wretched  nation,  all'thy  woes  arife, 
Avow'd  corruption,  licens'd  perjuries. 
Eternal  taxes,  treaties  for  a  day. 
Servants  tlwt  rule,  and  fenates  that  obey, 

O  people 
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O  people,  far  unlike  the  Grecian  race. 
That  deems  a  virtuous  poverty  difgrace. 
That  fufFers  public  wrongs  and  public  {hamCs 
In  council  Lnfolent,  in  aftion  tame  ! 
Say,  what  is  now  th'  ambition  of  the  great  ? 
Is  it  toraife  their  country's  finking  Hate  ; 
Her  load  of  debt  to  eafe  by  frugal  care. 
Her  trade  to  guard,  her  harrafs'd  poor  to  fpare  ? 
Is  it  like  honeft  Somers,  to  infpire 
The  love  of  laws,  and  Freedom's  facred  fire  ? 
Is  it,  like  wife  Godolphin,  to  fuftain 
The  balanc'd  world,  and  boundlefs  power  reftrain'? 
Or  is  the  mighty  aim  of  all  their  toil. 
Only  to  aid  the  wreck,  and  fhare  the  fpoil  ? 
On  each  relation,  friend,  dependant,  pour. 
With  partial  wantonnefs,  the  golden  fhower. 
And,  fenc'd  by  ftrong  corruption,  to  defpife 
An  injur'd  nation's  unavailing  cries! 
Rouze,  Britons,  rouze  !  if  fenfe  of  fhame  be  weak^ 
Let  the  loud  voice  of  threatening  danger  fpeak, 
Lo  !  France,  as  Perfia  once,  o'er  every  land 
Prepares  to  ftretch  her  all-oppreffing  hand. 
Shall  England  fit  regardlefs  and  Jedate, 
A  calm  fpedatrefs  of  the  general  fate.; 
Or  call  forth  all  her  virtue,  and  oppofe. 
Like  valiant  Greece,  her  own  and  Europe's  foes  ? 
O  let  us  feize  the  moment  in  our  power. 
Our  follies  now  have  reach'd  the  fatal  hour ; 
No  later  term  the  angry  gods  ordain  ; 
This  erifis  loft,  we  ihali  be  wife  in  vain. 

And 
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And  thou,  great  poet,  in  whofe  nervous  lines 
The  native  majefty  of  freedom  Ihines, 
Accept  this  friendly  praife ;  and  let  me  prove 
My  heart  not  wholly  void  of  public  love  ; 
Though  not  like  thee  I  ftrike  the  founding  firing 
To  notes  which  Sparta  might  have  deign'd  to  fing/. 
But,  idly  fporting  in  the  fecret  fhade, 
"With  tender  trifles  foothe  forae  artlefs  maid. 


TO    WILLIAM   PITT,     E  S  QJJ  I  R  E, 

ON       HIS 

LOSING   HIS  COMMISSION, 
In  the  Year   1736. 

LONG  had  thy  virtues  mark'd  thee  out  for  fame. 
Far,  far  fuperior  to  a  Cornet's  name ; 
This  generous  Walpole  faw,  and  griev'd  to  find 
So  mean  a  poft  difgrace  that  noble  mind. 
The  fendle  ftandard  from  thy  freeborn  hand 
He  took,  and  bade  the  lead  the  patriot  band. 


PRO, 
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PROLOGUE 

T    O 

THOMSON'S    CORIOLANUSo 

SPOKEN   BY    MR.    QUIN. 

;T  C  O  M  E  not  here  your  candour  to  implore 

For  fcenes,  vvhofe  author  is,  alas!  no  more,; 
He  wants  no  advocate  his  caufe  to  plead ; 
You  will  yourfelves  be  patrons  of  the  dead. 
No  part)'  his  benevolence  confin'd, 
'No  fedl — alike  it  flow'd  to  all  mankind. 
He  lov'd  his  friends  (forgive  this  gufhing  tear; 
Alas  !  I  feel,  I  am  no  aftor  here) 
He  lov'd  his  friends  with  fuch  a  warmth  of  hearts 
So  clear  of  intereft,  fo  devoid  of  art. 
Such  generous  friendfhip,  fuch  unfhaken  zeal. 
No  words  can  fpeak  it;  but  our  tears  may  tell.— 
O  candid  truth,  O  faith  without  a  ftain, 
O' manners  gently  firm,  and  nobly  plain, 
O  fympathizing  love  of  others'  bl-ifs, 
V/here  will  you  find  another  breafi:  like  his  ? 
Such  was  the  man — the  poet  well  you  know  : 
Oft  has  he  touch'd  your  hearts  with  tender  woe: 
Oft  in  this  crouded  houfe,  withjuft  applaufe. 
You  heard  him. teach  fair  Virtue's  pureft  laws ; 
For  his  chafte  MiiTe  employ'd  her  heaven-taughf-lyre 
None  but  the  nobleft  paflions  to  infpire. 

Not 
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Not  one  immoral,  one  corrupted  thought. 
One  line,  which  dying  he  could  wifli  to  blot. 

Oh  !  may  to-night  your  favourable  doom 
Another  laurel  add,  to  grace  his  tomb  : 
Whilil  he,  fuperior  now  to  praife  or  blame. 
Hears  not  the  feeble  voice  of  human  fame. 
Yet,  if  to  thofe  whom,  moft  on  earth  he  lov'd. 
From  whom  his  pious  care  is  now  remov'd. 
With  whom  his  liberal  hand,  and  bounteous  hearts, 
Shar'd  all  his  little  fortune  could  impart  ; 
If  to  thofe  friends  your  kind  regard  (hall  give 
What  they  no  longer  can  from  his  receive.; 
That,  that,  ev'n  now,  above  yon  ftarry  pole, . 
May  touch  withpleafure  his  immortal  foul. 

EPILOGUE 

TO 

L  I  L  L  O'S    E  L  M  E  R  I  C  K. 

XT  O  U,  M'ho,  fupreme  o'er  every  work  of  wit. 

In  judgment  here,  unaw'd  unbiafs'd,  fit,. 
The.  palatines  and  guardians  of  the  pit ; 
If  to  your  minds  this  merely  medern  play 
No  ufeful  fenfe,  no  generous  warmth  convey  ; 
\i fujlian  here,  through  each  unnatural  fcene, 
Tr\Jiraind  conceits  found  high,  and  nftthiti^  mean\ 
\i  lofty  dulhiefs  for  your  vengeance  call  : 
Like  Elmer ick  judge,  and  let  the  guiltj fall , 


But 
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But  if  fimplicity,  with  force  and  fire, 
Unlabour'd  thoughts  and  artlefs  words  infpire: 
If,  like  the  aftion  which  thefefcenes  relate. 
The  whole  appear  irregularly  great  ; 
If  mafter-ftrokcs  the  nobler  paffions  move ; 
Then,   like  the  king,  acquit  us,  and  appro^ve. 


INSCRIPTIONS    AT    HAGLEY, 

I,  On  a  View  from  an  Alcove, 

viridantiatempe! 

tempe,    qvae    sylvae   cingvnt    svperimpen* 

DENTES, 

II,  On  a  Rocky  Fancy  Seat. 

. EGOLAVDORVRIS  AMOENI, 

RIVOS,    ET     MVSCO     CIRVMLITA     SAXA     NEMVSQVEj- 

III. 
TO  THE   MEMORY   OF  * 

WILLIAM   SHENSTONEi    ESQUIRE; 

IN  WHOSE  VERSES 

W.ERE   ALL   THE   NATURAL   GRACES, 

AND    IN  WHOSE   MANNERS 

■WAS  ALL   THE   AMIABLE   SIMPLICITY^ 

OF   PASTORAL  POETRY, 

WITH   THE  SWEET  TENDERNESS 

OF  THE  ELEGIAC. 

IV.  Oa 
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IV.  On  the  Pedeflal  of  an  Urn% 

ALEXANDRO   POPE; 

POETARVM  ANGLICANORVM 

BLEGANTISSIMO  DVLC  ISSI  MOQV  E  ; 

VIRO-RVM  CASTIGATQRI   ACERRIMQ, 

5APIENTIAE   DOCTORI   SVAVISSIMO„ 

SACRA   ESTO. 

ANN.  DOM.  MDCCXLIV. 

V.  On  a  Bench. 

LIEET   lACERE   MODO  SVB   ANTIQVA   ILJCE., 

MODO   IN   TENACE   GRAMINE; 

LABVNTER  ALTIS  INTERIM   RIVISAQVAE; 

q\^^ERVNTVR    IN    SYLVIS    AVES: 

yONTESQVE   LYMPHIS     OBSTREPVNT   MANANTIBVS 

SOMNOS   Q^^OD   INVITET   LEVES. 

V.I.  On  Thomson's  Seat  -f. 

INGENIO   IMMORTALI 

lACOBI   THOMSON, 

POETAE    SVBLIMIS, 

VIRI   BONI  ; 

AEDIC.VLAM   H-ANC,    QV^EM  VIVVS  DILEXIT, 

POST  MORTEM    EIVS  CONSTRVCTAM, 

DICAT    DEDICATQVE 

GEORGIVS   LVTTELTON. 

*  A  Doric  portico,  Li  another  part  of  the  park  k  honoured  with 
the  name  of  "  Pope's  Euilding,"  and  inscribed,  <i.viETi  et 
»j  V  s  I  s . 

-f-  A  very  handfome  and  well-finifhed  building,  in  an  oflagonal 
!sr.e. 
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